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The Demimonde 


by Mr_Customs_ Man 


Summary 


After the torment and terror of fifth year, and with his mother dead, Severus wants nothing 
more to do with Hogwarts, or even Wizarding Britain. He flees to Paris in search of his last 
living Prince relative, but what he finds instead is a courtesan using his family name. With 
nowhere else to go, she takes him under his wing, trains him up, and turns him lose onto the 
Wizarding World. His appetite for revenge leaves few unscathed. 


Notes 


I had way too much fun writing Mata Hari Sev, and now I want another go at him. Also, 
this was borne out of my love for 19th century French novels about high class prostitutes. 
Expect many, many references to Emile Zola's Nana. 


Violette 


She had been known by several different names in the past: Violante Zabini, Violet Lessing, even 
just Vivi (one name had been all she needed, she had been that famous once) but, for the last 
twenty years or so, she was called Violette Prince. Old Louis Prince had been a very faithful 
customer of hers before he kicked the bucket, and seeing as he left behind no wife to dispute 
Violette's claim to his last name, she'd taken it for herself, dressed up in black silk and tulle, and 
introduced herself as Madame. 


She was cursing her own stupidity as she stared at the pitiful-looking boy currently standing in her 
foyer, eyes wide and watery, claiming to be her great-nephew of all things. 


"Louis Prince was my grandfather's brother," this boy — this Severus Snape — rambled. "I don't 
know if he ever mentioned my mother-— Eileen Prince? She was disowned." 


"Oh, yes, of course," Violette said faintly. Of course that old windbag never mentioned any family 
skeletons. He didn't visit her to talk after all. "And how is your mother, dear?" 


He stuttered, his eyes skittering away from her face to look at the marble tile. "She passed away a 
few weeks ago." 


"I am very sorry to hear that." 


"Yes, well, it's the reason I'm here." He took a deep breath and looked back up at her. How dark his 
eyes were! "You're the only family I've got left and—" 


"Oh! Oh, no! Oh, no, no, no! I simply can't take on an orphan! What would I even do with one? 
Listen here — Mr. Snape, is it? — I am very sorry for your loss, but my current lifestyle is not 
conducive to the raising of children!" 


"I am hardly a child!" The boy protested. "I'm sixteen! I can take care of myself, I've been doing it 
my whole life! I just need... I just need a place to stay is all. You've a legal obligation to me. 
You're my only living relative—" 


Violette held up a finger. "Now, see, actually I'm not. Old Louis and I were never officially 
married." 


That pitiful, Oh woe is me, I'm just a helpless orphan look completely melted away from the boy's 
face and he scowled darkly at her, those large, black eyes burning with anger. "Oh," he said, with a 
sneer, as if that could cover the obvious disappointment she could see in his face. "I get it now. 
You were his side piece." 


"Side piece! ?" She shrieked. "Side piece! ? Young man, I'll have you know I was the whole damn 
meal! Do you know who I am!? I am Vivi! I was the prime donna at the Thédatre des Variétés for 
ten years! I had men lining the street just for the chance of kissing my hand! Look at this 
apartment!" She gestured at the marble tile, the gilt moulding along the ceiling, and the glittering 
chandelier that hung above their heads. "Your great-uncle gifted this all to me after a single night of 
passion! I was no side piece!" 


The boy just looked at her with narrowed eyes, his lips parted slightly as he worked through her 
ranting. "Are you..." he hesitated for a moment. "Are you a hooker?" 


Violette huffed and braced her hands against her hips. "Boy, do I look like a hooker? I am a 


respectable lady. I... am a courtesan!" 


That was how she met Severus Snape. 


"I can't go back. I spent everything I owned just getting here," the boy protested as Violette showed 
him to a guest bedroom. 


"We'll figure all that out in the morning," she said stiffly. "I'm sure there's a hostel here in Paris that 
we can get you in. Besides, won't you have to go back eventually in a few weeks? I thought all 
British wizards went to Hogwarts. My cousin told me about it." 


"I'm not going back," he repeated petulantly. He looked like a petulant toddler too, except for his 
great, gangly height. What a terrible age sixteen was. 


"Well, I'm sure you'll be able to find work," Violette said primly and all but shoved the boy in the 
room. "There's a bath adjacent. Please make use of it." She sniffed at the sight of his greasy, 
unkempt hair and threadbare clothes. 


Somehow the boy managed to scowl even harder. "I could work for you." 
"Doing what? I've got a house elf. I don't need some gutter waif scrubbing my floors." 


"I could be your apprentice." He shot her a sly look, his eyes darting from her gray hair to her 
wrinkles. "You look well past retirement age, unless your clients prefer their wine aged to the point 
of vinegar." 


"Why you little—! As if a low-class hoodlum could ever do what I do!" 
"Lying on your back is hardly work." 


Violette looked down her nose, which was quite the feat since the boy was taller than her. He 
looked like a bird with those spindly legs and beak-like nose. A stork, maybe. Or a vulture. "What 
would a boy of sixteen know about it? What I do isn't the same as fumbling around underneath 
some schoolgirl's skirt." 


Snape gave an inelegant snort. "I know more about it than you think. Hogwarts is expensive, and 
my parents couldn’t afford it. I had to make money. Sometimes my roommates would buy an essay 
off of me, sometimes they wanted a blowjob." 


Violette looked at the boy, this time more speculatively. There was more to his story, and she 
suspected it was far from happy. Well, that was the way of the Demimonde, wasn't it? You were 
either born to it, or you were reduced to it. Underneath the grime and hunger, this Severus Snape 
wasn’t half bad. He was no great beauty, but in all honesty pretty was often just as much of a 
hindrance in her line of work as an asset. Any number of boys and girls were pretty, and who could 
ever tell them apart? They were completely forgettable. No one who saw him could ever forget 
Severus Snape, he was an ink-and-pen drawing come to life. The paleness of his flesh, coupled 
with the dark of his hair and eyes were an interesting contrast. And his nose! The way he turned it 
up at people! The utter disdain in such a simple gesture! She wondered if he was conscious of how 
provocative it truly was. 


Oh yes, she could see it. If she got her hands on him, she was sure she could turn him into a vamp. 
She saw him entering the lobby of the Thédtre des Variétés , unclasping a black velvet cloak to 
reveal robes that accentuated his long, lean form, and looking all around with a look of bored 
disdain. Cool and unapproachable. The unconquerable man. Witches would want him to turn that 


dark gaze on them, to be the one thing in this world worthy of his attention, and the wizards would 
salivate at the thought of him underneath them, tearing away his defenses until they brought this 
implacable creature to his knees. —No, that wasn’t quite right. He wasn’t old enough to pull that off 
yet. Better to leave him a little rough. Violette changed the scene in her head. This time the cloak 
revealed a collar only partially buttoned, revealing the long column of his neck, like the boy 
couldn’t be bothered to dress properly. There was a smirk across his face, just the hint of teeth 
flashing, as he silently laughed at the assembled lords and ladies. Irrevent, with just the hint of 
danger. Your daughters would need to be watched closely in his presence, the adults would say, 
and the men would nod along and imagine themselves pulling Severus over their knee to spank that 
irreverence out of him. 


The boy stiffened as Violette circled him, but if he was nervous he didn’t show it. He kept his chin 
defiantly up, barely even glancing in her direction. Good. She could work with that. “The correct 
term is fellatio,” Violette said. 


He blinked, confusion maring his face. “What?” 


“Don’t say ‘blowjob.’ It’s low class. When speaking to a client, you’ Il use the term ‘fellatio.’ 
Understand?” 


Severus breathed in deeply, looking somewhere between relieved and terrified that she had agreed 
to take him on as an apprentice. “I understand.” 


“Do you have any special talents?” 
His expression quickly morphed into alarm. “In... in bed?” He squeaked. 


“No, you silly child! Can you sing, or dance? It’s not simply a matter of sex. If it was, any whore 
would do. A courtesan is an artist. We create a world of beauty, of illusion.” 


Severus shrugged, his face twisting into a scowl until it resembled a gargoyle’s. She’ll have to train 
him out of that! Carefully cultivated scorn was one thing, but nobody liked a sourpuss and it made 
his face look downright ugly. “I don’t know anything about beauty. I am good at potions though.” 


“Well, if you’re ever in need of an abortifacient, then you’re all set,” she sneered. “Does your 
voice still crack?” 


He flushed. “No.” 


“There’s that, at least. Your speaking voice is lovely. Very dark and low. Are you sure you can’t 
sing?” 


“Absolutely not!” 


“There’s always the art of conversation. Dancing, I’m afraid, you’ ll have to learn. There’s always a 
ball going on. What about painting or writing?” 


Severus thought for a moment. “I always received high marks on my essays. I can write well, but 
I’ve never written anything outside of my classes.” 


“Still, it’s a start! I should hire a music master as well. What do you think of learning the piano? 
No, no, nevermind. You shouldn’t be sitting down. You should be standing up, to show off your 
body. The violin, then.” She turned to head out of the guest room, still mumbling to herself before 
she stopped and looked back at him. “This will be your room for the time being. Tomorrow I’ ll 
send for a tailor to have a proper wardrobe made. We’ Il begin lessons early in the morning 


promptly at eleven o’clock. I expect you to arrive on time. Goodnight, Severus.” 


The crazy old woman closed the door behind her, nearly catching her trailing, black silk skirt as she 
did so. Severus glanced around the room, taking in the bare, but well-furnished room while he 
weighed his options. He could wait until she was asleep and then rob her of everything he could 
carry. And then what? Even if there weren’t any wards against thieves, what would he do? His 
mother was dead, and he refused to stay in that house, defenseless, with Tobias breathing down his 
neck, not even for the summer. It wasn’t as if there was anything left for him at Hogwarts. Right, 
his education. So fucking smart, and nobody cared. His prospects after graduation were a joke. 
What was the point of getting perfect O’s if it meant he’d still be turned away because of his blood 
status, or his poverty, or the stupid green snake sewn onto his school uniform? He could either be 
the Dark Lord’s whore, or this woman’s, and, frankly, she seemed less likely to curse him. 


Severus walked over to the bed and sank onto it. It felt like sitting on a cloud. What beautiful 
things she had. All this because she gave a rich guy a handjob when she was younger. Funny, that 
had never worked so well for Severus, and there were plenty of rich kids in Slytherin he’d given 
handjobs to. 


He supposed it was a little funny how it had all turned out. He had been so excited when he heard 
of a Prince living in Paris. He’d asked his mother about her family once, and all she said was, 
“They’re dead and buried, and good riddance, as far as I’m concerned.” He had been so excited to 
meet her. After all, didn’t he deserve a happy ever after? He had suffered trials and tribulations, 
and it was high time he got a fairy godmother out of the deal. But of course not. He wasn’t made 
for fairy tales. 


He let himself fall back onto the bed. He’ll stay, he decided. 


Severus was up well before eleven o’clock. He wandered through the large apartment, peeking 
through each set of walnut doors he came across. He found the kitchen where he saw a house elf 
standing on a chair as she stirred a pot. She squeaked in surprise at the sight of him. He discovered 
Violette’s bedroom soon after. The room was so dark it took Severus a moment for his eyes to 
adjust. Heavy, velvet drapes held firmly shut over the arched windows and a large bed dominated 
the room. A bed such as has never existed, a throne, an altar where Paris came to admire Violette’s 
sovereign nudity. Along its golden sides, there was a band of cupids among flowers who looked on 
and smiled. Violette, wearing a silk kimono and an eye mask, was flung sideways across it, snoring 
loudly. What grace, what beauty. Severus rolled his eyes hard enough he was sure he saw his own 
brain for a moment. He closed the door and left her to it. 


At 11:00, the house elf, Lissy, had him seated at the dining table and served him an early lunch 
consisting of some sort of sandwich made with cream and cheese with a fried egg on top. He’d 
gone to pick it up with his hands, only to stop when he saw Lissy’s horrified gaze. Knife and fork, 
then? He sat, utensils poised in hand, and glanced back up at her. She nodded in approval and with 
a snap of her fingers, disappeared. 


As soon as she was gone, Severus dropped the knife and fork and grabbed the sandwich with both 
hands. 


Forty minutes later, Violette finally stumbled into the room, still wearing that kimono. She plopped 
into a chair across from him and blearily rubbed at her eyes as Lissy reappeared with a drink — 
something vaguely alcoholic — and absolutely no food. “I can’t eat this early,” Violette whined. 
“Too heavy on the stomach.” 


“What happened to lessons starting ‘promptly at 11:00’?” Severus asked, somewhat amused. 


“Oh, goodness, what was I thinking? What an atrocious hour. I must have been overcome with 
excitement.” She took a sip of her drink, eyeing him thoughtfully. “You are serious about this, 
aren’t you?” 


“Deadly.” 


“Good, because I was serious about the lessons. You’! need to be taught proper etiquette, 
dictation, dance, music, conversation, and table manners, clearly," she sniffed as he took another 
bite of his sandwich. "By the way, how is your French?” 


Severus grimaced. “Poor. I can read it well enough to get where I’m going.” 


“French lessons, too, then. At least you have a pedigree. It’11 make your English seem less boorish 
and more... exotic. Of course, you can’t call yourself Severus Snape. You’ll be Severus Prince. 
From this day forward, Severus Snape is dead.” 


Dead and buried and good riddance. “Tf 1 had dared use my mother’s name at Hogwarts, I would 
have been hexed within an inch of my life for trying to rise above my station,” Severus 
commented. 


“You aren’t at Hogwarts. You are in Paris, and we do things differently here.” Violette steepled 
her fingers and looked at Severus. “We need to give you a new past to go along with your new 
name. Something romantic! Now let’s see... your mother Eileen was a wealthy Pureblood girl 
betrothed to an equally wealthy Pureblood boy, but the match was loveless. She was seduced by a 
traveling actor—” 


“She snuck out to a bar with a couple of Muggleborn classmates, got drunk, and fucked the first 
Muggle she saw.” 


“she ran away and joined his troupe, becoming its star performer,” Violette continued, as if she 
hadn’t heard him. “She played Ophelia to perfection, her turn as Juliet brought audiences to tears. 
She brought you up in the theatre until one day a fire swept through the building your troupe was 
playing at, tragically killing your parents. You barely managed to survive, and not knowing what 
else to do you came in search of your last living relative.” She gave a decisive nod, but then 
frowned a little. “You don’t think that’s overdoing it a little, do you?” 


“No, of course not. In fact, why don’t you give me tuberculosis as well, like any proper Gothic 
heroine, and maybe a little dog that followed me faithfully across the continent only to drop dead at 
your doorstep, his job in delivering me safely now complete so that he can ascend to the heavens 
and be with all the other dog angels,” Severus sneered. 


“You are an infuriating creature!” She accused, throwing back the rest of her drink. 


Severus laughed. “Yes, Iam. Heartless too, and spiteful. ’ ve come with an appetite for 
destruction.” 


Lucius 


Three years later... 


"Who knows what will happen after tomorrow," Narcissa said. "I want him to have at least one 
good night before he takes the Mark and becomes just another soldier in this war." 


"Why does it have to be me?" Lucius whined. 
"Because he needs proper male friendships and, unfortunately, you're it." 


Lucius groaned and flopped across the sofa. His frankly pitiful theatrics did nothing to dissuade his 
wife. She was determined to see her little cousin actually enjoy himself for once in his life. "Fine," 
Lucius grunted. "But I'm warning you now, I will ensure Regulus ends up thoroughly debauched! I 
am talking about the finest liquor and whores Paris has to offer!" 


"Of course, dear," she said and patted him on his blond head, like he was a child. Well, he would 
show her! 


Like a rolling tidal wave, the very best that Wizarding France had to offer sprang from the confines 
of the Thédtre des Variétés, laughing and calling out to each other as they waited for their carriages 
to arrive or, for the ones still sober enough to do so, apparated to their next destination. 


Lucius walked arm-in-arm with his cousin Athénais Malfoy, with Regulus on her other side. "What 
a fine performance!" Athénais exclaimed. "Especially the last act!" 


They had just witnessed a pretty little piece of pornography masquerading as an operetta titled The 
Blonde Venus. Despite it having ended only ten minutes previously, Lucius could remember 
nothing of the plot except for the fact that the lead actress had been naked for the entirety of it. 

"Oh, you mean when Mademoiselle Rougon started doing cartwheels across the stage? Oh, yes, 

she was truly mesmerizing. I wish my wife had been here to see it. She always did like them blonde 
and buxom." Lucius sighed. "Alas, Iam only one of those things." 


Regulus shot him a withering glare while Athénais giggled. "I really don't want to know about my 
cousin's sexual preferences, thank you." 


"Walburga's turned you into a stick in the mud," Lucius grumbled. 
"Says Abraxas's lapdog!" Regulus shot back. 


Athénais squeezed them close together. "Now, now," she said before it could get too heated. "I 
won't have you boys ruining the evening I have planned! I've got a banquet ready for us and all of 
the best Parisian families are invited! Also, all of Paris's worst families too!" She laughed. "You'll 
meet Blanche d'Antigny and Monsieur Prince and La Belle Otero! Tell me—" Athénais flashed 
Regulus a coy look. "Do you like blonde and buxom too? Or do you like them tall, dark, and 
handsome? I have many friends to suit anyone's taste!" 


"I'm not going to bed with a whore!" 


"You won't get to go to bed with anyone with an attitude like that—" Lucius said, but Athénais 
quickly jumped in. 


"Well, you'll be pleased to know my friends are not whores. They're courtesans! Now, play nice. 
We won't toss you into bed if you don't want to. But they are lovely people with such interesting 
stories to tell. Won't you at least be civil to them?" 


"Of-of course, I'll be civil, I just don't want—" Regulus trailed off, feeling himself blush. Athénais 
gave him a little nudge and an understanding smile. Then, quite suddenly, both men felt themselves 
ripped through the fabric of space as she apparated them to her townhouse. Lucius's vision swam, 
his stomach rocking precariously as he staggered through the foyer. He was too damned drunk for 
this. The sound of many voices pounded against his ears. From the looks of it, his cousin's guests 
had started the party without her, and one particularly bold, middle-aged man scurried past the 
three of them with his arms laden with expensive wine. 


"I see you've made yourself at home, Monsieur Macquart!" Athénais cried out just as Lucius 
managed to straighten his body with absolutely no vomiting. 


Macquart gave a helpless shrug. "Severus was thirsty, and, really, if you didn't want us to raid your 
wine cellar you should have charmed it." He looked at Lucius and Regulus. "Oh! Are these your 
English relatives? Come, come! We've all wanted to meet you!" 


Lucius was swept through the parlor. He tried to keep an eye on Regulus but kept getting distracted 
by one woman's hairpiece. She had stuck a single phoenix feather into her hair so that it stood 
straight up and waggled with every slight turn of her head. He watched it wiggle to the left, and 
then wiggle to the right, before eventually tearing his gaze away before the nausea could return. 


There was a loud pop and Lucius turned to see Macquart pouring wine into a crystal champagne 
glass until it overflowed. Looking around, Lucius saw that the rooms and people were decorated 
with tender foolishness and gaudy splendor. His father Abraxas would be mortified to see any 
member of his family engaged in such a spectacle. He turned back to Regulus and saw him staring 
intently at someone. He followed his gaze and saw Macquart handing off a glass of wine to what 
must be the only person at this party with any taste, dressed as he was in rich, black velvet robes. 
The man was tall and pale, his hair a deep, dark black that brushed the tops of his shoulders. He 
was Sitting in a chair, leaning against one arm as Macquart ducked his head close to whisper into 
his ear. One black brow inched upward, and his dark eyes glittered with something like 
amusement, and something like maliciousness, as he listened to Macquart's honeyed words. 


As if he could sense eyes on him, the dark gentleman looked up and then the most startling thing 
happened. He froze, his expression transforming into one of shock as he gently pushed Macquart 
away with one hand and stood up. Lucius felt as if the man was cracking open his very soul as he 
stared back, only— he wasn't actually looking at Lucius, was he? His eyes were transfixed on 
Regulus, who was striding forward, his arms outstretched to grasp sleeves of his robes. 


"Severus!" Regulus gasped. "I thought—! You disappeared so suddenly-! I-I can't believe you're 
here, of all places!" 


Severus? As in, Severus Snape? Lucius last saw the boy at his graduation. The Snape child had 
only been a third year at the time; a poor, dirty thing that would sooner bite the hand that fed it, but 
frighteningly good at both dueling and potions. Lucius had once considered sponsoring him to the 
Dark Lord, even exchanged a few letters with Severus, and then... nothing. The boy stopped 
responding. He later heard that Snape hadn't shown up for his sixth year at Hogwarts and that was 
that. Who would have ever guessed that little boy would grow up into this? This darkly magnetic 
creature? 


"Reg," Severus said, with a smile. "It's good to see you again. It's been a long time. Nice to know 
that you got not only the brains out of the Black family, but the looks too." 


Regulus blushed and Lucius found himself intrigued by Severus's smooth compliment. This was 
not the Snape he knew. His black gaze flicked to Lucius. "Malfoy. I didn't think your lot had 
anything to do with your French relatives." 


"We don't, as a rule," Lucius laughed. "Except when we're looking to dip our toes into a little 
trouble." 


"Just the toes? There are better body parts for that," Severus said. 


Poor Regulus looked as red as a tomato. Had he been close to Severus at school? They must have 
been friendly at the very least, Severus had called him 'Reg.' What a shock it must be for him to 
suddenly find an old school chum working as a prostitute! 


Macquart looked distinctly annoyed that Lucius and Regulus had managed to steal Severus's 
attention. "Do you know what this party needs?" He asked, pulling Severus away. "A little music!" 


The crowd cheered and catcalled, but Severus slipped from Macquart's grasp. "Unfortunately, I 
didn't bring my violin." He lifted that hooked nose in the air like it was all beneath him, but he still 
let Macquart grab him with nothing more than a sly smirk. He clasped his waist, pulling Severus 
bodily against him as his wand sprang from its holster and into his hand. He flicked it toward a 
Ming vase. In an instant it had been transfigured into a violin and someone was pressing it into 
Severus's hands. 


"That was my grandmother's—!" Athénais cried out, but her words were swallowed by a shriek 
followed by laughter as one of her guests grabbed her and started dancing in time to the rousing 
tune Severus started playing. He strode forward, pulling away from Macquart’s grasping hands, 
the violin pressed to his chin as he whipped the bow across it in a light and airy melody. He moved 
away from them all, still with that imperious expression, not even bothering to look at them. And 
then there was the flash of his black eyes, and the slow spread of a wicked smile. He lifted the bow 
and— 


The beautiful song he’d been playing transformed into a series of ear-splitting screeches as he 
scratched the bow against the strings. The guests all rushed to cover their ears as Severus 
continued his assault, his laughter barely audible through the terrible death cries the violin made. 
“Someone take that thing away from him before he blows out our eardrums!” Someone yelled, and 
then came the mad rush. The party turned into a game of “Catch Snape,” who seemed to have no 
trouble dancing between the drunken revelers as they dove for him. Lucius felt his blood pulse 
through his body as he made a grab for the black-haired man, who shot him a smirk over his 
shoulder just as he twisted away and delivered a particularly sharp strike to his violin that left 
Lucius’s ears ringing. 


Lucius made another go at him, and this time Severus graciously allowed himself to be caught. He 
threw his arm around Severus’s waist and lifted him up, Severus still valiantly trying to make their 
ears bleed until someone transfigured the violin back into a vase whereupon it was dropped and 
sent scattering across the floor. Lucius managed to get an arm between his legs to fully lift him in a 
fireman’s carry. He started walking back towards the foyer. 


“Where are you going?” Athénais laughed. 


“T caught him! I’m keeping him!” Lucius called back. He felt a shiver run down his spine when he 
heard Severus chuckle low and dark next to his ear. 


The chase sobered him up enough to apparate back to his hotel. They landed in the middle of his 
suite and Lucius cast his eye across the scattered furniture, contemplating which surface he was 


going to slam the other man onto, when he heard Severus say, “And will you be joining us?” 


Lucius turned to look behind him and saw Regulus standing there. He let Severus slip from his 
shoulder, keeping one hand on him and feeling the planes of his body as he slipped down from the 
back of his thigh to his ass, and along the dip of his back to brush against his shoulder blades. 
Regulus looked scared shitless, but he kept his eyes locked on Severus. So, the boy had a type after 
all: tall and dark and aloof. Lucius grinned wickedly. “Yes. Come join us, Reggie. There’s enough 
of him to share.” 


Severus moved out of his arms and walked through the parlor, past the opened pocket doors and 
into the bedroom, before taking a seat at the end of the bed. With methodical precision, he took off 
his boots and pushed them to one side with his foot. Then he started undoing the buttons lining the 
sleeves of his robe. He stared at them the entire time, a small smile tugging at the corners of his 
mouth that bloomed into the deadly smile of a man-eater as Regulus took his first hesitating step 
forward. He moved slowly, like a man walking to his execution, Lucius following behind to ensure 
the deed was done. Regulus stopped in front of Severus, the toes of his black polished shoes 
touching Severus's bare feet. Severus, now stripped of everything, simply looked up at him, his 
long neck tilted back to stare coolly into his eyes. 


Lucius drank in the sight of his lean arms, tapered waist, and the cock resting between his thighs. 
Regulus was frozen, a helpless animal caught in the gaze of a dangerous predator, but Lucius had 
no trouble taking that half-step needed to reach out and grab Severus. He took hold of that black 
hair and turned the man’s head until Lucius was able to lean down and kiss him. Lucius gripped 
him just under the breast with his other hand, stroking his ribs before wandering lower, along his 
stomach and down between his thighs to stroke his cock. He felt deft hands reaching underneath 
his robe to unbutton his trousers, fingers featherlight as they brushed against his hardening prick. 


Lucius broke the kiss, leaving Severus panting against him as he peppered his cheek with little 
kisses. “Be good to the boy,” Lucius whispered into his hair and let go. 


Regulus could do nothing but stare as Lucius pulled Severus into a kiss by his black hair. Severus. 
Severus Snape. He’d seen Severus’s body before. Saw it stripped, saw it thrown into the lake. The 
Marauders had taken off after the big splash, laughing and hooting as they ran, and Regulus rushed 
forward to help. He saw the black hair floating through the water just as his head broke through the 
surface. He clawed toward shore, reaching out to grasp each article of his lost clothing to his thin 
chest, his entire body shaking. And then he disappeared from view, blocked from sight as Regulus 
threw his robes over him. 


He tried to map out all the ways the body in front of him differed from the body of his memory. He 
was taller now, and he had filled out. Still pale, but now his skin shone with a healthy glow, and 
his hands... The hands were the same. The fingers a little longer, the palms a little broader, but 
they worked Lucius’s trousers with the same precision he had seen him chop potion ingredients. 


Lucius pulled off of his mouth and Severus smirked before shifting that dark gaze back onto 
Regulus. Regulus swallowed thickly as Severus slid forward, parting his thighs to accommodate 
Regulus’s locked and shaking knees. His hands were soft as he touched his thighs, stroking him 
gently like Regulus was a spooked horse in need of a soft touch, but growing bolder with each pass. 
He tipped his head and Regulus could feel his breath against his cock even through the layers he 
wore. He felt himself twitch as Severus rubbed his nose against the growing bulge, mouthing wetly 
at him. Regulus pushed against his face, trying to seek more of that heat, but Severus pulled back, 
he stood up, and up, and— he was taller than Regulus. Regulus felt himself grow lost as he stared 
helplessly up into those black eyes. 


Severus’s hands were put to use as he quickly shed Regulus’s robes, his shirt and trousers, his 
underpants. He thought he should feel more self-conscious about his own nudity, but Regulus 
couldn’t tear himself away from Severus’s gaze even if he wanted to. “Lay down,” Severus said, 
and then he was being guided to the bed and laid out before Severus like a feast. 


With more grace than he had any right to, Severus climbed on top of him, straddling his waist. He 
leaned over him, filling his vision, turning his world of color into a scene made entirely of black 
and white. His dark hair curtained their faces as he kissed Regulus passionately. Regulus was hard 
and aching, his skin vibrating with every touch. His cock moved against Severus’s, pushing up 
against him, and then there was a hand gripping him. Regulus cried out at the sudden pressure. 
Severus sat up, and the colors rushed to the edges of his vision again, but Regulus had no 
appreciation for them. There was only Severus. He watched as the man adjusted himself, and, 
while still holding onto Regulus’s cock, guided him towards his hole. 


Regulus gasped as he felt the tip of his cock press into something warm and wet, and then it was 
surrounding him as Severus sank down against him. It was too much, too much, he was going to 
come. Severus grinned wickedly at him and started to move. Regulus saw stars each time Severus 
sank back down, taking him to the root, and pushed up, trying to seek more of that heat, to bury 
himself so deep inside Severus that he ruined that body for anyone else. He tried to thrust, tried to 
take control, to make Sev his, but those hands of his took hold of his hips and pushed him back 
down. Severus made another little adjustment, inching forward little by little, and Regulus felt his 
cock slip half-way out of the man’s hole. The air felt cold as it swept past his wet cock, sticky with 
charmed slick and the warmth of Severus’s body. He whined a little, tried to break Severus’s grip, 
but Sev just laughed at him. Another pair of hands appeared on Severus’s waist, right above 
Regulus’s. 


Regulus gave a little jump, but Severus leaned forward again, his hair once again blocking the 
room from view. “Don’t pay attention to what Lucius is doing. Pay attention to me. Just me.” 


Somehow that tight heat became even tighter and Severus, for the first time that night, cried out as 
Lucius, kneeling behind the black-haired man, pushed his cock into Severus until it was nestled 
against Regulus's own. 


Severus panted heavily, his eyes a little wild as he tried to adjust to the feeling of being speared on 
two cocks. He fell completely against Regulus’s chest, and Regulus lifted his hand to stroke that 
beautiful, black hair. He made little shushing noises while Severus pressed desperate kisses along 
his jaw. Lucius moved, rocking Severus forward and causing them both to groan. 


It took them a moment to find their rhythm, when to push forward, and when to pull back. Severus 
lay helpless between them, caught between two opposing tidal forces. Regulus felt him shudder 
and bury his face against his neck as he came. Severus collapsed just as Regulus felt his orgasm 
tear through him and he pushed up into Severus as far as he could, clutching wretchedly at the limp 
body on top of him. He breathed heavily as he came down from his high and groaned weakly as his 
overstimulated prick was rubbed against every time Severus jerked on a particularly hard thrust 
from Lucius. Regulus wrapped his arms around Sev’s back and held on as Lucius continued to 
plow into Severus from somewhere above them. 


Lucius let out a strangled groan. He collapsed onto the bed next to Regulus, but the boy didn’t 
bother to turn to look. He kept his hold on Severus, running his hand up and down his back, before 
finally taking hold of his chin to look into those dark eyes once more. 


Regulus 


Chapter Notes 


I borrowed a quote from Gigi, a very excellent film about the French Demimonde. Ten 
points to Slytherin to whoever can spot it. 


Severus returned home a little before noon. Violette was prowling around the apartment in her 
kimono, looking very much like the cat who caught the canary as she almost skipped up to him 
while he unclasped his cloak. "You look entirely too pleased with yourself," he commented. 


"I am pleased! My dear, I am an artist, and you— you are my masterpiece!" She clapped her hands 
together, her eyes sparkling as she looked up at him. "I remember when you first came here, a poor 
orphaned child in need of a mother's love—" 


"What—" 
"And I took you in my arms and raised you up like you were my very own son—" 
"That is not what happened, you crazy old bat—" 


"And now look at you! All of the hopes and dreams I had for you have come true! Just look!" She 
grabbed him by the arm and dragged him bodily into the parlor where that morning's mail lay 
waiting. Severus could see several packages addressed to him, already opened and rifled through. 
He rolled his eyes at that. Violette was willfully oblivious to other people's privacy. 


"Macquart has asked you to be his private companion. He wants to make you his kept man! Of 
course, I knew it would happen. He's had eyes on you since the first time I showed you off. Look 
what he sent you." Violette pulled out a silver clasp encrusted with diamonds from one of the 
packages. "Isn't it divine?" She asked. Severus thought it stupidly gaudy. "Of course, Macquart 
isn't the sort you'd want to stick with long term. His prospects are middling, at best, and he has a 
gambling problem. He won't be able to afford both his addiction and a courtesan for long. But he 
would make a nice stepping stone, and he's easy to handle." She took the other package and pulled 
out a heavy gold pocket watch, finely engraved with scenes of the Wild Hunt. "This was sent by a 
man named Lucius Malfoy. The watch is antique, and very expensive. I know the Malfoys, they're 
a good family, but I've never heard of this Lucius. Who knows if he's truly a member of that tribe?" 


"I know him," Severus said as he looked at the watch in her hands. "He's from the English line." 


"Ah! That explains it. What sort of man is he? If he sent you this, then he at least knows the rules 
of the Demimonde, but none of my friends have heard of him. I don't like a man without a known 
past. He might treat you beastly." 


"Lucius is vain and spoiled, but he isn't the sort to beat his bed-partners," Severus absently 
commented as he picked up a letter from the pile. It was from Regulus. He broke the seal and 
scanned its contents, his brows inching upward as he read. 


“Well, if you can vouch for him.” She clapped her hands together again. “Now all you have to do is 
make your choice! Who will it be?” 


“Neither,” Severus said absently. 
“What? What do you mean neither? You’re joking, you’re always saying things to rile people up.” 


“No, I’m not. An old friend of mine has asked me to visit him in London. I think [ll go. I haven’t 
been home in years.” 


He handed the letter to Violette, who snatched it from his hand with an irritated huff. 


Dear Severus, 


It was a shock to see you again after so many years. No one knew where you had gone after you 
disappeared. I remember sitting down to dinner that first night back at Hogwarts my fifth year and 
suddenly realizing you were nowhere to be seen. It’s still so vivid in my mind. I was convinced my 
brother and his friends must have done something to you, that you were trapped in a classroom 
somewhere after one of their pranks. I looked for you. 


Slughorn finally realized something was wrong when you didn’t show up for classes the next 
morning. I know inquiries were made at your home, but nothing was ever done. There were rumors 
about your mother having passed recently and that your father didn’t want you listed as a missing 
person. Well, you know how it is, the bureaucracy between the Muggle and Wizarding Worlds; 
without your Muggle father's permission, the Ministry’s hands were tied, but I did hear someone 
tipped off the Muggle authorities and an investigation was made. I’m not sure of the outcome. 
There were a couple of kids in our house who were convinced your father had murdered you. I 
never believed it. Or maybe I just didn’t want to believe it. 


I wish you had written to me and told me you were alright. You are alright, aren’t you? I know you 
think I’m just some spoiled little rich kid, but I’m not an idiot. I know how these things work. Not 
everyone in your profession enters it willingly. 


I wanted to say all of this last night, but... You’ve been on my mind often. Maybe you don’t believe 
me. You never did, at Hogwarts, when I asked after you. You sneered, like you thought I only did it 
to be polite, or that I was softening you up for something. You’ve changed though. You’re... no 
longer afraid. Last night... you looked... I wanted to tell you I thought you looked beautiful, but I 
was very much afraid you would laugh at me. That’s what the old Severus would do. 


Lucius and I can only stay for one night. I have obligations I must attend to, but I hope you will 
visit me in London. I want to see you again. 


RAB. 


Violette snorted. “He sounds like a lovesick fool.” 
“T think Pll go,” Severus said again. 


“Don’t you dare!” She scolded. “Severus, you can’t leave Paris now when you are on the cusp of 
something great! Why, in another year or two, kings and queens could number among your lovers! 
But not if you run off with this... this Regulus Black!” Violette narrowed her eyes. “He didn’t 
make certain promises to you, did he?” 


Severus sighed and let himself drop onto the sofa. “No. He didn’t.” 


“That’s a relief. I was worried you were about to elope.” 
He scowled. “Of course not. We’re not the ‘marrying kind.’” 


Violette sat down next to him and took his hand. “Marriage isn’t forbidden to us, my dear, but 
instead of getting married at once, it sometimes happens that we get married at last.” She patted his 
hand. “Go to London then. Get it out of your system. A little romance is good for the soul, so long 
as you don’t lose your head. And for God’s sake, don’t let Léa de Horn find out! She would never 
let you live it down if she knew you played house with a penniless pauper!” 


“T’ll have you know the Blacks are a very wealthy Pureblood family.” 


If Severus thought that might soften Violette up, he was sorely disappointed, as it seemed to have 
the opposite effect on the old woman. “And he sent you nothing but a letter? He should know 
better than that! You’re no common streetwalker!” 


“He’s a romantic. Always has been,” Severus insisted. For some reason, he felt the need to come to 
Regulus’s defense. 


Regulus waited nervously in the Leaky Cauldron for Severus to appear, unconsciously rubbing at 
his left forearm. He had been shocked when Severus wrote him back, agreeing to a long visit. The 
damned owl had flown into an open window just as he and his parents had sat down for dinner. His 
mother had taken the letter from the bird and Regulus almost had a heart attack when he saw 
Severus’s untidy scrawl etched on the surface of the letter. He dove across the entire length of the 
twelve-foot dining table just to snatch it from her hands before she could read it. 


The door opened and Regulus leapt to his feet as Severus stepped inside. 


There was that same strange disconnect he felt that night in Paris. The ghost of Severus Snape 
bleeding into the edges of this— this Severus Prince as he called himself. The painfully thin boy he 
had been, with the tattered clothes and gargoyle-like scowl clashing against the tall, graceful man 
that now stood before him. Black eyes fell on Regulus and Severus smiled— smiled. Not smirked, 
not gloated. But smiled, like the rare few times he had seen at Hogwarts. The small, shy upturn of 
his mouth, closed to better hide his teeth. There was nothing practiced in it. It was all natural. 


“Hello, yes, hello,’ Regulus said, feeling so, so stupid as the words tumbled from his mouth. “J— 
have you eaten? We could order lunch.” 


Severus shook his head. “I’d like to settle in first.” 


“Yes, of course. I ve — that is, my parents — own a building here in Diagon Alley. It used to be an 
apothecary, but it’s been closed for a few years now. There’s an apartment above it that you can 
stay in, unless you had something else in mind. Completely furnished and I had one of the house 
elves go over and clean the place up for you.” 


Regulus rambled on as he led Severus through Diagon Alley. The man kept stopping to pause and 
look around him, taking everything in with barely contained excitement. Regulus smiled and 
waited. Severus looked about him like an eleven-year-old discovering magic for the first time, on 
their way to Ollivander’s to get their wand. Regulus breathed in the smells and listened to the 
sounds of people laughing and talking as they scurried about their business. Severus’s quiet wonder 
gave the Wizarding World a fresh coat of paint for Regulus. He looked at Diagon Alley with 
Severus’s eyes, and fell in love with it all over again. 


They reached the apothecary and Regulus unlocked the door before ushering Severus inside. The 


downstairs was left covered in drapes, but the upstairs apartment had been given a deep cleaning 
and a fresh coat of paint. Regulus shifted nervously as Severus explored every room, hoping it 
would pass muster. He must have approved, because he shed his cloak and tossed it on the master 
bed, before striding toward him in impossibly long steps to deliver a kiss. Regulus deepened it for a 
second before pulling back, ignoring Severus’s soft whine as he scrambled inside his robes. He 
wanted to do this right. 


He pulled out the gift and handed it to Severus, who took it with an amused smile. “What’s this?” 
He asked as he tore at the string. 


“Well, it’s— you know—” Regulus stumbled over his words. “Lucius told me that it was customary 
to send a gift if you wanted to initiate a more... exclusive, long-term arrangement. I— don’t you like 
it?” 


Severus pulled out the jewel-encrusted dagger from its leather case. He weighed it in his hand and 
ran a thumb along the blood stains that could never be cleaned out of it. It was a Dark artifact, 
something Regulus was sure Severus would appreciate. He had always been drawn to Dark magics. 
But the look on Severus’s face was anything but pleased. His eyes were stony as he stared down at 
the gift, his lips pressed in a tight, thin line. 


But when he looked back up, that unhappy expression melted away. Severus smirked at him. “Of 
course, I’m pleased,” he said, his voice low and dark. “Why wouldn’t I be? Let me show you how 
happy you’ ve made me.” 


He slid slowly down onto his knees, his eyes never leaving his own. Regulus was trapped, he 
couldn’t look away, caught as he was in Severus’s hypnotizing stare. He didn’t see him reach for 
his robes, or pull out his cock, his long fingers wrapping around him, stroking him. It was only 
when his hair fell forward, hiding his gaze, that the spell broke. Regulus closed his eyes and 
groaned when Severus leaned down and took him in his mouth. His tongue lapped around his 
head, and Regulus thrust forward, seeking more of that wet heat. 


His traitorous hands acted all on their own, tangling in Severus’s hair, pulling him forward. 
Severus didn’t stop him. Instead, he hummed, like a contented cat, and the vibration sent Regulus 
pushing forward, shooting his come down his throat, his hands locked in vice-grip around those 
beautiful, black strands. 


He could feel Severus swallowing around him, his nose digging into his stomach. There was a tap 
on his thigh and Regulus released his hair and pulled back, letting his spent cock slip from between 
his lips. Those black eyes flickered back up, pinning Regulus once more with his gaze. There was 
some unidentifiable emotion burning in their depths. 


It was late at night. Regulus slept soundly in the bed while Severus crept across the hall to the 
writing desk that sat in one corner of the parlor. He took out a sheaf of parchment and proceeded to 
scratch out a quick missive to Lucius Malfoy. 


Dear Lucius, 


Thank you for the watch. It’s beautiful. Would you care to meet me so that we can continue our 
association? Iam currently residing in Diagon Alley. I believe Regulus spoke to you regarding his 
plans to have me visit. He mentioned you informed him of the rules of the Demimonde. However, it 
might be best if you came around when Regulus is not here. He is a romantic, but you and I both 


know what I am. 


Sirius 


Lucius lay naked and sated on the bed. "Cuddle with me," he demanded. 


"Go cuddle your wife," Severus replied as he continued moving about the room, picking up 
discarded clothing and righting a lamp that had been knocked over. 


"Can't. She's cuddling Cordelia Greengrass right now." Lucius caught Severus's wrist as he passed 
by the bed. "Courtesans are supposed to be sweet to their clients." 


"I didn't expect to be servicing any clients while I was here," Severus growled, pulling his wrist 
away. 


Lucius rolled his eyes. "I only told Regulus all that because I thought you'd be happy if he got you 
a gift.” 


"I picked him for the letter he wrote, not for the trinkets he might give me." 
"Well, that's just terrible financial planning. What kind of whore are you?" 


"The kind of whore that's swiftly losing his patience." Severus drifted over to the window and 
looked down into the gray twilight evening spreading out over Diagon Alley. "Black's down there, 
watching us." 


Lucius jerked upward. "Does he look angry? Good God, you don't think Regulus will try to duel 
me over you, do you?" 


"Ha! [hope so! I'd return to Paris as a celebrity." Severus grinned. "But I was actually referring to 
the other Black. Sirius." 


Lucius moved to stand up, but Severus waved him back down. "No, don't get up, we don't want to 
tip him off that we've spotted him. I think Potter is with him." 


"How long have they been down there?" 
"Since you arrived. I think they followed you here." 
"And you didn't say anything?" Lucius angrily demanded. 


"I wanted to know what they would do." Severus shrugged. "Apparently they like to watch. I 
should go down there and charge them for it. It's 500 galleons for watching." He looked over at 
Lucius. "Get dressed, will you? Black will be coming up soon." 


"You're actually going to fuck Sirius Black? " 
Severus rolled his eyes. "No. The other one. Regulus." 
"And will you be informing him that his brother is a creepy, little pervert?" 


"And deny Black the opportunity of seeing his baby brother fuck his favorite victim?" Severus 
laughed darkly. "Black might actually kill me for this." 


Lucius eyed him as he pulled on his robes. "You worry me when you say things like that, you 
know." 


"[ never asked for your worry. Now, go. Reg is coming up." 


Lucius apparated from the flat, and, just a few minutes later, Regulus came through the door, a 
happy smile on his face as he greeted Severus with a kiss. 


It was Alastor that informed the Order of Lucius Malfoy's and Regulus Black's goings-on in 
Diagon Alley. Neither had been very discreet, which made Alastor's paranoid brain itch with 
thoughts of it being a trap. Dumbledore thought differently; they were often there during the day, 
when Diagon Alley was crowded. Hardly conducive for a trap. And they weren't using the old 
shop for meetings, considering the two were never there at the same time. It was certainly a 
puzzle, and James and Sirius were only too happy to stake out the place. 


They watched as Lucius Malfoy entered the shop. Someone was already there waiting for him. The 
lights in the upstairs flat were on and they could see a man's shadow passing behind a curtain. A 
pale hand pulled the curtain back and Sirius felt his heart stop because he was staring into the face 
of someone he never thought he'd see again. 


Severus Snape stood at the window, staring at the dark street as the lamps flickered on one by one. 
Malfoy entered the room and in one swift movement, he'd pulled Snape away from the window 
until the man's back was flush against his front. "What the fuck," James muttered beside him from 
their hiding spot underneath James's cloak. "What's Snape doing there? I thought he was dead. 
They all said he was dead." 


Malfoy was unbuttoning Snape's robes. Sirius dove out from underneath the cloak. "Nope. I'm out. 
I am not watching this." He felt a hand yank him back and roughly readjust the cloak over him. 
Sirius stumbled into a trash bin, nearly knocking it over. Snape's eyes flashed toward the mouth of 
the alley they were crouching in, but in a moment they slid back to Malfoy who was mouthing 
against his exposed throat. 


"Do you want us to get caught?" James hissed. 


Sirius wasn't listening. Snape's robes had fallen to the floor. Snape was naked. Naked. He was 
different from what Sirius remembered. He looked... 


Malfoy had Snape on his hands and knees, his hips snapping forward as he buried himself deep 
inside Snape. They moved quickly, almost roughly against each other, Snape pushing back against 
him. Malfoy leaned forward, his mouth moving and whatever he said must have been funny 
because Snape's mouth opened wide in a grin, and although Sirius couldn't hear it from where he 
was sitting, he knew Snape was laughing. That laughter broke off as ecstasy washed over his face. 
He reached back with one hand, finding its way into Malfoy's long hair to pull on as the man 
behind him sped up. 


Snape slumped forward and Malfoy fell across his back. After a second or two, Snape wiggled out 
from underneath him and started puttering around the room. Sirius squinted but he was too far 
away to see the Dark Mark blazoned on either of their arms. 


"Let's go," Sirius hissed again. 


James shook his head and nudged him, pointing at a figure crossing the street, walking towards the 
old shop. Sirius swallowed thickly the moment he saw him. It was Regulus. There were rumors — 
nothing yet confirmed — that he'd taken the Dark Mark. Sirius talked a good game, told everyone 
that he didn't care, that Regulus made his own stupid choices, that he was just like their parents and 
if he wanted to walk into Hell with his eyes wide open then Sirius wasn't going to be the one to 


stop him. 


Considering the pitying looks his friends kept giving him, Sirius wasn't sure if anyone believed 
him. 


Malfoy apparated away from the flat just as Regulus opened the downstairs shop door. Snape threw 
on a robe and went to greet Regulus as he came into the flat. He watched his little brother kiss 
Snivellus, watched him paw at him, pull at that robe. Snape let it drop again, let himself be pulled 
onto Regulus's lap, let him stick his cock where Malfoy's had been only minutes before. He hadn't 
even cleaned himself of Malfoy's spend. Filthy. Filthy. Snivellus had always been filthy, dirty, 
disgusting. Slut. Malfoy's sloppy seconds. 


Whereas Malfoy had been hard and fast, Regulus took his time. He kissed him, ran his hands down 
Snape's back and thighs like he couldn't get enough of the greasy git. Snape worked himself on 
Regulus’s cock, taking him deep, still wet and loose and swollen from Malfoy. Didn’t Regulus 
notice? Didn’t he care that he was fucking a dirty, used hole? Fucking Snivellus. A hand fell on 
Sirius’s shoulder and he realized he was shaking. He could see James from underneath the cloak, 
felt that hand gently push at him, then harder when his feet remained glued to the cobblestone, 
despite the fact he had been begging to leave not long before. 


He was pulled along, James leading him down into Horizont Alley, and then into a small side 
street. Sirius couldn’t take it anymore and yanked the cloak off of him, his face sticky with sweat 
as he gasped for air. James shoved the cloak into a pocket he had enchanted and tugged his messy 
hair. “Well, you always used to say you’d wish your brother would get laid, then he’d lighten up,” 
James tried to joke. 


“James, I love you, but shut up.” Sirius squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block out the images. 


“T know it was a shock seeing them like that, but you’ve got to keep a cool head about it. We don’t 
have all the facts.” 


Sirius’s eyes snapped open to glare at James. “Isn’t it fucking obvious? Snivellus is a Death Eater 
fucktoy. Hell, maybe that’s how they boost recruitment: ‘sign up today, and get one free poke at 
Snivellus!’ Did you see how they were together? Reg was looking at him like he actually loved 
that greasy bat! Fuck, Snivellus probably fed him a love potion to convince him to join up—!” 
Sirius was already marching back toward the shop, bumping roughly into James with his shoulder, 
only for James to get in front of him again. He grabbed him by his jacket and shoved him back, 
keeping his grip firm even as Sirius struggled to break free. 


“T’ve got to help him—” 


“Shut up, listen to me,” James growled. “You and I both know your brother joined the Death Eaters 
of his own free will. ’m sorry, but it’s true. You can’t save him.” 


“T can! Let me go-” 


“Sirius, if you don’t stop I will levitate you back to headquarters! Listen, just—Listen! I’m trying to 
keep you from doing something stupid! God, would you just—- THIS IS THE REASON MOONY 
DOESN’T COME AROUND ANYMORE!” 


Sirius stopped struggling, his insides twisted and frozen. James sighed and said, more calmly, 
“You can’t keep doing this. You need to get your anger issues under control. You won’t go back 
there, understand me?” 


Sirius stared mulishly at his feet. 
“Sirius?” 
“Yeah, fine, I won’t go back there.” 


“Good. Let’s get back to Dumbledore. We should report what we saw... Just... maybe we 
shouldn’t tell Lily that it was Snape, okay? I mean, you know how she gets.” James chuckled 
nervously, but Sirius didn’t respond. James touched his shoulder. “Sirius? You good?” 


“Yeah, I’m fine. You go without me.” 
“Sirius—” 
“T won’t go near Snivellus. I just... I need a fucking drink.” 


James gave him that same sad, kicked puppy look he always got when Sirius had been drinking. 
“Okay. I understand. I’m here if you need to talk.” 


Sirius nodded and James apparated away. A drink would be nice. He wanted to go to the Leaky 
Cauldron. He wanted to get blind drunk and forget all about how much of a shit friend he was, and 
a shit brother, and how he might end up killing Reg by the end of this stupid war, if Reg didn’t kill 
him first. He wanted to forget Snivellus. It’d been surprisingly easy the first time around, after he’d 
disappeared. James had felt so guilty over it, like he’d been the one to chop Sniv up into little pieces 
and bury him in the back garden, or whichever rumor was circulating at the time. Hero Complex, 
that one. Ego the size of a fucking planet. Thinks he’s the hero of this story, and played pretend 
that Snape was the villain. And then, oops, kid got off’d by his own father — or so they all thought 
— and James suddenly wanted to act like he hadn’t been the ruler of Snape’s own personal hell. 
Fuck him. 


And fuck Regulus too. Fucking Snivellus. He was fucking Snivellus. He’s probably diseased, Sirius 
thought. He’s dirty enough. He’s probably infected Reg. 


He wanted to go to the Leaky Cauldron, but his feet had a mind of their own, and they pounded 
against the cobblestone until he found himself in front of the old shop his parents owned. He broke 
the lock with a muttered spell and slipped quietly inside. He moved stealthily up the stairs to the 
flat, noting with some surprise that the apartment door had been left unlocked (waiting for the next 
customer to arrive? He thought with a sneer). His feet were whisper quiet as he peeked through the 
living room and into the bedroom. Empty. He could hear sounds from the bathroom, the door left 
cracked to let the steam out. Snivellus was in the bathtub, his back to the door, black hair hanging 
limply down the side. Sirius carefully eased through the door. 


There was the squeak of hinges, and Snivellus looked over his shoulder. His mouth parted, but 
Sirius bolted forward before the other man could react. He leapt into the tub, one boot colliding 
into Snivellus’s hip. Stupidly, the first thing Sirius thought of as he grabbed Snivellus by the neck 
and shoved his head beneath the water was how heavy his Muggle jeans were, soaked as they 
were. How uncomfortable it felt. 


Snivellus struggled underneath him, one hand clawing at the grip around his neck. His eyes were 
open, staring at him through the water, black hair floating around his face. Sirius thought of the 
lake, thought about James stripping Snape naked in front of the entire school. 


Sirius realized he was hard. 


He shouldn’t be hard. He shouldn’t get off on this. This was the sort of sick shit someone like 


Bellatrix was into. Sirius had always suspected that he was just as crazy and vile as the rest of his 
family. The passion for defiling things was inborn in him. It was not enough for him to destroy 
them, he had to soil them too. Regulus had been the good one. He should have been in Gryffindor, 
not Sirius. 


Something long and thin poked Sirius in the ribs and bubbles erupted from Snape’s mouth. He 
watched them float harmlessly to the surface. Snape had brought his wand into the tub with him; he 
was trying to cast a spell. Sirius stared into Snape’s eyes until the other man squeezed them shut. 
Then, without realizing exactly how at first, Sirius felt an invisible force punch him in the stomach, 
knocking him backwards and flipping him ass over head out of the tub. Snape had managed to cast 
the Knockback Jinx wordlessly. 


Snape erupted from the tub, his arms swinging wildly to grasp at the edge to pull himself up. His 
lips were tinged blue. 


Sirius scrambled up off the wet tile and ran. 


Severus watched Black flee, wanting nothing more than to take his wand and slice his spine open, 
but he couldn’t lift his head. He let his cheek press into the cool porcelain of the tub and sucked 
deep breaths of air into his burning lungs. He’d thought Black would make his dramatic entrance 
when Regulus had still been balls deep still inside him. It would have been fun to watch the 
brothers fight each other all because of him. Of course, he’d make sure Regulus would win. 


But Black never showed and Severus had the audacity to actually think, maybe he’s matured. But 
no, he was only biding his time. Thank God Severus had always been a paranoid bastard and kept 
his wand on him. 


James 


James rushed through the endless, empty halls. He was late for Arithmancy, and he wasn’t sure 
where the classroom was. Had even shown up at all this school term? Oh God, he couldn’t 
remember. He was going to fail. Where was it? 


He turned a corner and skidded to a halt when he saw Severus Snape standing by himself at the 
edge of the Forbidden Forest. Hogwarts was gone, all thoughts of Arithmancy faded from his 
mind, as he looked at Snape in his worn, patched school uniform. “Shh!” Snape said. “Do you 
want it to hear you? It’ Il kill you if it finds you.” 


“It’s just Moony,” James said automatically, despite not knowing what was going on. He was sure 
Snape was talking about Moony. Who else could it be? 


“There it is!” 


Snape pointed through the trees and James saw the monster in the shadows, edging ever closer. It 
was Moony alright, except... he was smaller, more dog-like. His fur had darkened from a soft 
brown to a deep, inky black. “Come on,” Snape grabbed his sleeve and started to pull him into the 
forest. “We have to hide before it finds us.” 


They ran, but they seemed to get nowhere at all. The trees didn’t move. The monster nipped at 
their heels. And then, suddenly, there was a cave in front of him, and Snape was pulling him inside. 
Something crunched under his bare feet (where had his shoes gone?) and James looked down to 
see a pile of white bones littering the cave floor. “Snape, I think this is where it lives,” he said. 


When Snape didn’t reply, James looked up and saw Snape standing on the skulls of the monster’s 
victims, naked. He was older than he had been a few minutes ago; no longer the skinny, unkempt 
boy, but the full-grown man he had seen from the window. James raked his eyes over him, taking 
in the long, lean line of his supple body. He reached out to touch him, and he noticed he was naked 
too. Snape wrapped his arms around James’s neck, pulling him in for a kiss. James kissed back, 
tried to deepen it, to force his tongue inside to map out every inch of his mouth when Snape broke 
away to press light kisses to his jaw and down along his neck. James felt the graze of teeth, and 
then Snape bit down, tearing at the flesh, pulling it away with a sickening pop. Blood poured from 
the open wound. Strips of flesh were stuck between Snape’s teeth. He could hear the slick sounds 
of Snape chewing, swallowing, and this is how I die. 


James wrenched his eyes open, his breathing labored as he struggled to push back the dream 
images that threatened to overtake him. He rubbed at his face, groaning a little, and then, gathering 
his courage, peeked underneath the covers to look at his lower half. Yep. That was a boner, alright. 
Hello, strange new sexuality I didn’t ask for, James thought. 


He looked over at Lily lying next to him in the bed. She was lying on her back, one arm thrown 
across the bed, the other up by her face. He could hear a slight whistle every time she breathed in. 
She didn’t look like the Lily Potter of daytime. No makeup, face slack, mouth open. She looked 
like a normal human woman. James rolled over to cuddle next to her, kissing her jaw and running a 
hand across her chest. He ground his erection against her hip and that was enough to wake her. 


“Hmph? Wha-— James, stop. “‘M sleeping.” 


She pulled up the covers around her shoulders and flopped onto her side, away from him, and 
within seconds he could hear that whistling sound again. James let his head fall back and sighed. 
Fuck it. He climbed out of bed with a huff and went into the bathroom and grabbed a bottle of 
lotion from one of the drawers. He pulled down his boxers and sat down on the toilet. He took 
himself in his hand and went to work, starting at the base. He didn’t even bother thinking about 
Lily or her friend Mary or any other girl. He thought about Snape. 


There was nothing normal about Snape. He was a freak. When James masturbated to thoughts of 
Lily, he thought about normal things. He thought about her breasts, her legs spread open for him, 
her smile as he entered her. She was good and pure, and James didn’t want to ruin the image he had 
of her by imagining her in the wrong ways. But Snape was different. James didn’t feel guilty at all 
imagining Snape taking it from both ends. One cock shoved so far down his throat that tears sprang 
into eyes, a hand fisted in his hair to pull him roughly up and down on it, and all Snape can do is 
open his mouth and let it get fucked. A man behind him, grinding hard and fast into Snape’s ass 
that was varying shades of black and blue. Digging his fingers into the bruises with every hard 
thrust so that it made him cry out. The two men pulled out, jacking off while Snape lay on the 
floor, crying. They came, covering him in their spend, ropes of it hitting his bruised ass, hitting his 
face so that it dripped off that hooked nose. 


His orgasm hit him out of nowhere and for a moment James thought he saw stars. 


After delivering his report to his old Headmaster, it didn’t take long for Dumbledore’s contacts in 
the upper echelons of Pureblood society to report back. Peter was there for the meeting, and so was 
Alastor and McGonagall and a few others. James didn’t know where Remus was; he didn’t bother 
to show up for half the meetings anyway (James felt something in his chest clench at the thought). 
Lily and Sirius also weren’t there. James had specifically asked Dumbledore not to invite her, and, 
due to her past with Snape, he’d agreed. Sirius... it was probably better if he didn’t show up. 
They’d have to talk about his brother at some point, and it was never good when that happened. 


“It doesn’t appear to be much of a secret among the younger generation, though great pains have 
been taken to hide it from Walburga and Orion Black,” Dumbledore said to the assembled group. 
“Apparently, Malfoy and Black found Snape working as a prostitute in Paris. Black took a liking to 
him and brought him back here, installing him in—” Dumbledore’s eyes twinkled with amusement. 
“A love nest.” 


“Tt’s not funny, Albus!” McGonagall scolded. “We have to rescue that poor boy!” 
“Minerva, by all accounts it appears Snape is a willing participant.” 


“We don’t know how he got into that situation! He disappeared when he was sixteen years old! He 
could have been bought and sold by a brothel!” McGonagall shook her head. “The Ministry should 
have done more.” And then, under her breath, a little mutinously, “We should have done more.” 


Dumbledore’s eyes lost their twinkle as he looked gravely at her. “His father is a Muggle, it was 
his decision. You know the law.” 


“As if that ever stopped you before!” McGonagall cried. 


James swallowed thickly. He couldn’t help but remember his daydream, the images of Snape’s 
used body trotting through his head before he could stop it. What had seemed like a kinky piece of 
fantasy now took on a darker edge. It could have happened. Snape could have actually experienced 
something like that, could have lived through it. 


“Regardless of how he became a prostitute, the fact of the matter is he chose to remain one. He 
doesn’t want to be rescued.” 


McGonagall shook her head. “No. I don’t believe that. Mr. Snape couldn’t want live like that, not 
when he had such a brilliant mind—” 


“He has a brilliant mind,” Dumbledore corrected her. “Promiscuity does not equal a loss of one’s 
mental faculties. He is still that dangerous boy who created multiple dark spells, and he doesn’t 
need a potions mastery to brew them. We need to consider the fact that he may be providing the 
Death Eaters with more favors than just sexual.” 


The meeting adjourned not long after that. McGonagall swept out of headquarters without looking 
once in Dumbledore’s direction, her expression icy. James was about to leave as well when Peter 
stopped him. “I went to Sirius’s flat to check up on him,” he said, without so much as a ‘hello.’ 
“Make sure he hadn't drowned in his own vomit or anything.” 


James felt his heart drop. “And?” 
“And he wasn’t there. I don’t think he’s been there in days.” 


James nodded and told him to keep an eye out for their wayward Marauder. He kept calm for 
Wormy’s sake, but on the inside James was panicking. Sirius must have back to the shop, he knew 
it. He just knew it. That stupid, hot-headed, crazy mutt was going to get himself or someone else 
killed. Had he attacked Snape? Had Snape fought back? James had no doubt that Snape would win 
if Padfoot tried to duel him. If he even got the chance to get his wand. What if Sirius caught him 
unawares? Would he have enough presence of mind to hold back, to not kill him? James felt he 
already knew the answer. No, no he wouldn’t. Sirius would kill him. 


James somehow made it home. He slapped an empty smile on his face as Lily talked at him. He 
didn’t hear a word she said. He was wondering what would happen if he went back to the shop, 
whose body he would find lying in a puddle of their own blood. Snape’s or Sirius’s? 


“T’ve got to go to Diagon Alley to pick up some things. Want to come with me?” Lily asked. 


Still with that empty smile, James pulled on a cloak and apparated with her to the shops. He 
nodded along to whatever she said, his mind racing a mile a minute, when he saw him. Snape. His 
clothing was rich, not at all like the rags he wore at school, and billowing out behind him as he 
walked out of an apothecary. James shot Lily a quick glance, but she was looking at her list and 
saying, “We’re almost out of ink.” 


“You go on in to Scrivenshaft’s, I’m going to take a look at the new brooms,” James heard himself 
Say. 


Lily rolled her eyes good-naturedly, and leaned up to kiss him on the cheek before stepping inside 
the quill shop. Snape had stepped off into a side alley, just out of sight, and James hurried to follow 
him. 


Severus saw them through the shop window, saw Potter and Lily. What a lovely couple they made, 
so perfectly matched it made Severus want to gag. He put down the quicksilver he was thinking of 
buying and stepped out of the store, as casually as you please like he didn’t even know they 
existed, and wondered what their reaction would be when they spotted him. Lily hadn’t noticed, 
but Potter certainly did. Severus could see him out of the corner of his eye. He stood frozen in 
place. 


Severus smirked and turned down an alley, keeping his wand at the ready. Potter would follow; 

the man couldn't help himself. He wondered if Black told him what happened. Severus was sure he 
would spin it to make it sound like he was the villain, just like he had in fifth year. “I didn’t want 
him to die, Headmaster,” Black had insisted. He hadn’t even sounded guilty, just angry and defiant. 
“T only wanted to give him a good scare!” 


Severus heard footsteps running behind him. His heart was thundering in his chest, every instinct 
in him screaming to turn around now, to curse him now, but he needed to wait, he needed to see 
what Potter would do first and then he’d know how to react. A pair of hands grabbed him by the 
waist and Severus couldn’t have stopped himself even if he tried, he turned around, wand in hand 
and aimed at his jugular just as Potter pushed him against a wall. Potter ignored the wand in his 
right hand and went for his left, grabbing it and lifting it up. “What are you doing!?” Severus 
demanded and pulled back, hearing his cloak tear. 


Potter ignored him and grabbed the sleeve, yanking it up toward his shoulder. Buttons scattered 
across the cobblestone as the cloth ripped, leaving his arm bare. Potter stared at it, at the smooth 
expanse of pale skin. He ran one broom-roughed hand over it, from the inside of Severus’s wrist to 
the crook of his elbow. 


“Potter?” Severus asked, still not letting his wand drop. 
“You don’t have the Mark,” he said. 


“What ‘mark’? What are you talking about, Potter? What are you doing? Let go!” Severus yanked 
at his arm and Potter let it slip from his hand, though he remained standing where he was, crowding 
Severus against the alley wall. 


“The Dark Mark. A tattoo worn by You-Know-Who’s most loyal followers. It looks like a skull 
with a serpent protruding from its mouth like a tongue.” 


“Oh, is that what that is?” Severus mused, letting his wand drop a little. “And here I thought Reg 
and Lucius got a pair of matching tattoos on a stupid, drunken dare.” Not exactly true. Considering 
how cagey Lucius and Regulus got when he asked about their tattoos, he suspected it had 
something to do with the Dark Lord, even if he wasn’t aware of the particulars. 


Potter looked at him like he had grown a second head. “Don’t you know?” He demanded. “It’s 
their calling card! They summon a colossal spectral version of it whenever they kill someone!” 


“Potter, I’ve been living in France for years, I don’t keep up with the news here. The rest of the 
world doesn’t care about your little civil war. There are any number of hopped-up warlords and 
cult leaders and dictators — both Muggle and magical — all over and I don’t see Wizarding Britain 
shedding a single tear for anyone else, so why should we bother with you?” 


Potter stared at him, his gaze hard, and then asked, “What did you do to Sirius?” 


Severus laughed. Maybe Black hadn't told anyone how he tried to murder Snivellus. Maybe he was 
too ashamed. Ha, that man has never felt shame a day in his life. “What didn’t I do to him? Put 
your wand away, he enjoyed every minute of it.” He grinned, watching Potter’s hand shake as he 
pointed his wand at him. “He came to the flat I was staying in — broke in, mind you, I thought he 
was going to kill me — and offered to buy my time. We fucked in the bathtub, and then he left. If 
something happened to him after that, I wouldn’t know.” 


“You would willingly have sex with Sirius Black? You?” Potter scoffed. 


Severus smiled. When he decided to come to London, he had no plans of getting involved in the 
Marauders’ lives. He hoped he would avoid them; all he aspired to be was a perfect stranger, 
someone they would pass on the street and not even recognize. But when he spotted them the other 
night, watching him through a window, that old burning hatred flared to life again. He wanted to 
ruin their lives like they had tried to ruin his. He wondered if he could seduce Potter, and what Lily 
would do if she found out. Frankly, as far as Severus was concerned, he was doing her a favor. He 
was sparing her years of marital unhappiness chained to that toerag. “Potter, ’'m for sale. Anyone 
can have me if they can meet the price. Even you.” He lifted up his left arm, let the torn sleeve 
swing helplessly between them, as he touched his exposed collarbone, where his cloak had ripped 
the neck of robes. “What is it with you always trying to undress me?” He laughed a little. “I'll let 
you this time. You won’t even have to use magic, unless you want to. Do you want an audience, 
like at the lake? Do you want a crowd cheering you on as you fuck me? It can all be arranged. 
Anything you want. You can hold me down, reign over me. I would even cry for you, if you 
wanted. Whatever dark fantasy you have locked deep inside you that you don’t dare share with 
your wife.” 


That was where Severus made his mistake. Potter had his hands on him, roughly grabbing at his 
ass, kneading the flesh as he pulled at his robes. He was going to strip him right here, in the middle 
of the day in an alley that dozens of people passed every minute. Potter really was an exhibitionist, 
wasn’t he? And then he brought up Lily. Potter froze, his eyes wide behind his glasses, and then he 
was shoving Severus away. He hit the wall roughly behind him and Potter took off toward the 
mouth of the alley, back to the bright colors of Diagon Alley. It was a mistake, mentioning the 
wife. He'd learned that his first year working for Violette. But there was still time before Severus 
was due to return to Paris. The more grievous the sin, the greater the repentance. God was biding 
his time, and so was Severus. 


Lily had gone to the broom store to look for James, except he wasn't there. Then she circled back to 
Scrivenshaft’s. Maybe they had missed each other. She poked her head back in the shop but there 
was no sign of James’s famously messy hair. As she stepped back out, however, she saw him 
walking out of an alley and across the street towards her. His face was red and he looked out of 
breath and that hair— messy was one thing, but it looked like it hadn’t even touched a comb all day. 
“Hey, Lily, got everything you need? Ready to head home?” 


She was about to ask where he had disappeared to when she noticed something dark in the corner 
of her eye. James took her by her arm to lead her away, his mouth going a mile a minute as he 
talked about nothing at all, and Lily glanced over her shoulder at the black thing that had caught 
her attention. Her heart stopped. 


It was Sev. It was Sev. He was alive, and he was stepping out of that same alley she had seen James 
come out of. If James looked disheveled, then Sev looked wrecked. His clothes were torn, and he 
was scowling darkly as he hurried along the street. 


Lily 


Lily was used to being put on a pedestal. She thought it might be because she's pretty. That wasn’t 
conceit. It was just a fact. She's pretty, she's outgoing, and she's intelligent. That's apparently all it 
takes for the world to crown you a "good woman." It's hard to be a real person when other people 
have already decided who and what you were. It'd be nice if she could take a running leap off that 
pedestal and land in the muck and mud with the rest of the human species. 


She didn't feel like a good woman a lot of the time. She knew she had her faults. She had a temper, 
she was vindictive, she held a grudge like a dog with a bone, she was sometimes mean, sometimes 
self-centered. She was a messy, contradictory person. And yet no one seemed to notice. She 
increasingly felt like a fraud. When she flew off into a temper, James and Remus and everyone else 
all just sort of laughed and called her feisty in a way that felt condescending. She wasn't vindictive, 
she was justified. She wasn't prideful, she was confident. It was all a house of cards, wasn’t it? This 
imaginary Lily Potter that never really existed could come crashing down at any moment. Some 
days she wanted to tear it down herself, if only she wasn’t so afraid. 


Lily didn't feel like a "good woman." What did that even mean anyway? Did it mean she was loyal 
to her man? That she was domestic or that she liked children? That she was a good wife? 


James liked to buy her lingerie. Sweet and frilly and sheer. He liked to buy her expensive jewelry 
and show her off. He liked to make love to her, complete with gentle kisses and sweet 
compliments, when really what Lily wanted was to get him on his knees and shove her vibrator in 
his ass. That’s not the sort of a thing a “good woman” was supposed to want, was it? And she had 
to be a “good woman.” What other options were there if she wasn’t? 


Sev never cared about what other people thought of him. It used to drive Lily crazy when they 
were at Hogwarts. He couldn’t help his looks, or his poverty, but it was the other things, the things 
he could do something about, if only he cared enough to. His hair, and his obsession with dark 
magic, and his attitude. The whispers weren’t so bad the first couple of years, but they grew and 
grew until it became a mountain casting a shadow over Severus. He was defiant, spiteful. If you 
ever criticized him over something, he would only do it again and again and again until you threw 
your hands up in disgust and left him to it. He was determined to be Severus Snape, whatever that 
was. If Lily had been placed on a pedestal, made out to be a sweet, loving Princess, then Severus 
was painted as the Villain, something James Potter had to rescue her from. 


Mudblood. Mudblood. Mudblood. Had he given up? Had he decided to fully embrace the persona 
the student body had crafted for him? 


She never got to find out. After the incident by the lake, Lily had washed her hands of Severus. 
She was done with all of it. She had her role to play, and Severus had chosen his. 


Severus didn’t return to Hogwarts the following autumn. No one had seen him. The professors sent 
letters inquiring about his whereabouts, and Professor McGonagall had even gone to his house. 
The only thing that could be determined was that he had disappeared sometime in early June, not 
long after his mother died. With his father refusing to cooperate with the Ministry, it was decided 
that since Tobias was a Muggle, then Muggles must deal with him. Lily had followed the news as 
best she could; there was speculation that he might have killed his son, but no body was ever found 
and he was never formally charged. She had spent her following sixth year trying to piece together 
what had happened to Sev, but the last time she had seen him was when he stepped off the 
Hogwarts Express, and she hadn't spoken to him weeks before that. No one else had interacted with 
him either, except for maybe Sirius's brother, not that he would ever tell her. 


She gave up by the time seventh year rolled around, and reconciled herself to the fact that Sev was 
more than likely dead. She had moved on, she was building a life for herself. And then she saw 
him again and it was like being thrown back in time. Clothes ripped, scowling, coming out of a 
dark alley with James. How many times had she seen something similar while at Hogwarts? 


A dark black rage overtook her. Severus Snape was alive and James didn't tell her. He let her go on 
thinking he was dead. And for what? So he can continue his schoolyard rivalry? She might kill him 
for this. Lily was hot-headed and vindictive; if James was too blind to her faults to see her for what 
she really was, then that was on him. Let the pedestal crack in half. 


She smiled at her husband, let him think nothing was wrong, and at the first available moment she 
apparated to the old Pettigrew farm. 


"Lily, how nice to see you! How're you and your people? James not with you?" Peter's mother 
called out to her as she came out of the dairy. 


"Not today, I've just come by to ask Peter something. Is he here?" 
"In the barn, dear. You and that husband of yours need to come to dinner one of these nights." 


Lily waved and smiled, her teeth feeling sharp and predatory. She walked to the barn in search of 
the little rat. Peter would know what was going on. He always did. Could sniff it out. 


She found him throwing hay into stalls. There was a lazy, black cat sprawled on the floor near his 
feet. "Hello, Lily, what brings you here?" He asked when he looked up. 


"Severus Snape," she answered simply and felt a thrill of vicious glee when his face blanched. 


She expected him to stutter through some bullshit excuse James had made him practice, like he 
always did. She did not expect him to immediately shift into a rat and make a run for it. Lily was 
quick with her wand, however, and with a flick of her wrist she levitated Wormtail until he was 
dangling precariously above the nose of the little barn cat. "Hey, Puss Puss, I've got a treat for 
you," she cooed. 


It only took a few playful swipes of the cat's claws to force Wormtail back into his human form. He 
landed on the dusty barn floor face down. 


"Well?" Lily demanded. 


He spat out some dirt and stood up, his hands lifted in supplication. "We just found out he's come 
back." 


"Where's he been? What happened to him?" 
"I don't know everything, just the little I heard at the meeting—" 


"THERE WAS AN ORDER MEETING ABOUT SEV AND NO ONE TOLD ME!?" She shouted, 
her face turning red with rage. 


Peter flinched. "James and Dumbledore didn't want you to know!" 
She was going to kill him. She was going to kill them both. 


"All I know is that he was working as a prostitute in France when Malfoy and Regulus Black found 
him. They brought him back here, put him in a flat in Diagon Alley, and they've both been fu... err, 


having relations with him regularly. That's it! That's all I know!" 


She was hyperventilating. What was happening to Sev? Was he being hurt? Lily tried to keep her 
breathing under control and she pinned Peter with a dark glare. "Tell me where this place is and if 
you go blabbing to James or Dumbledore or anyone else you'll wish I fed you to that cat!" 


Despite her earlier bravado, Lily faltered when she reached Diagon Alley. She lingered by the old 
shop, debating with herself if she should knock, or just storm the building and rescue him. She 
walked around the shops, pausing by the apothecaries, before circling back around to the shop 
Peter said the flat was in. 


There was the shuffle of feet against cobblestone, a half-bitten gasp, and Lily followed the sounds 
to the back of the building with her heart in her stomach. 


There was a man pressing Sev into the brick wall behind the shop, hidden from any passerby on 
the street. He had Sev's wrists in a vice grip, hard enough to leave bruises, and a knee shoved 
between his thighs. Sev's head was turned away, eyes closed, and that's all it took for Lily to start 
flinging hexes. 


The man wrenched away from Sev, cursing, his fingers now the same shape and consistency of 
sausages. "Who the hell-" Sev jerked his head in her direction, lifting his own wand to retaliate, 
and froze when he saw her. 


"God damn it! Look at my hands! I'm not paying you, you stupid slut!" The man yelled while 
struggling to hold his wand and undue the hex Lily had just placed on him. 


"Get the fuck out of here before your eyeballs start growing hair!" Lily screamed, lifting her wand 
again, and the man turned tail and fled. She looked back at Sev who was still frozen. "Are you 
okay? Did he hurt you?" 


That seemed to snap Sev out of whatever trance he had fallen into, because he scowled fiercely at 
her, that same gargoyle scowl she when he'd been lifted upside down by the lake, right before he 

called her a Mudblood, but now it was coupled with new, fancy robes and pretty hair. "Of course 
he was hurting me!" He shouted at her. "That's what he paid for!" 


Lily felt like she had been slapped. "And you're just... fine with that!?" She demanded. 


"I wasn't in any danger, and I enjoy a little pain myself when the mood strikes me." He sneered 
down at her. "What are you even doing here, Potter?" 


He threw out her married name like an insult. That temper flared hot through her. "I came to rescue 
you!" She said. "I thought— I thought you were being forced by Malfoy and his cronies! How 
could— how could you even want this!? Your brain— you're a genius, Sev! You were the smartest 
person in our class! You were supposed to be a great potion master, not— not this!" 


"You're an adult now, Lily. You know how the world works. I couldn't afford a mastery on my 
own, and no one would sponsor me. Either because I was a Slytherin with a bad reputation, or 
because I was a half-blood. Malfoy told me the Dark Lord could help me achieve my goals, but I 
figured whoring would be a better option in the long run than crawling on my belly for him, eating 
dust." Sev shrugged. "Besides, I make good money, and I enjoy doing it." 


Severus had anticipated meeting Lily again, had both dreaded it and wanted it. For a long time, she 
had been the only person who had ever shown him any kindness or care. But looking back now, he 


didn't know if they were good for each other. Maybe they really were just too different. Or maybe 
it was the world they lived in that forced them to change, drove this wedge between them. Their 
differences had never mattered before Hogwarts. It was only after, when other people invaded their 
sanctuary — the Marauders, and the Slytherins, and their teachers, and all the rules and expectations 
that were placed on them — that they began to fall apart. 


He didn't know her anymore, and she sure as hell didn't know him. How dare she judge him for 
this? "Your husband seems to enjoy it too." 


He half-expected her to curse him after the words came tumbling out of his mouth, and he saw her 
nostrils flare with rage. "The other day in the alley?" Her voice was quivering with emotion. "You 
had sex with him?" 


He thought about lying, make up a story about some degenerate sex act that would embarrass her, 
but a rush of sympathy flooded through him. She had always been his weakness. "No," he 
answered truthfully. "But I won't lie. He wanted to. He only backed off when I brought you up." 


She nodded, biting her lip. Thinking. Her eyes were wet with unshed tears. "What did he want to do 
with you?" She demanded. "What did he want from you that he couldn't get from me?" 


"Lily," he said, with a sigh. 
"No! Don't patronize me! I want to know!" 


"He wanted the same things he wanted back in school. He wanted to dominate me, he wanted to 
humiliate me, and he wanted other people to see him do it." She flinched at his words. "Is this 
really so surprising to you? You're married to him. I'm sure something like this has come up in 
bed." 


She shook her head. "No. Never. He's so gentle with me. How can he be gentle with me, and want 
to hurt you?" 


"Maybe he's afraid to show it. Maybe he thinks you'll reject him. I'm sure there's something you 
want to try that you're too afraid to bring up with him?" God, how did he go from plotting his 
revenge to sex counselor? He really was too soft on Lily. 


Lily's flushed face turned scarlet. Severus almost laughed out loud. Knowing that James Potter 
wasn't able to satisfy his wife filled him with a malicious joy. "There is something, isn't there? 
What is it? You can tell me. I'm a professional." 


She mumbled something and when he asked her to speak up she took a deep breath and said, "I 
don't want to be a worshipped idol. I want... I want to penetrate him." 


"Is that all?" 


"What do you mean, ‘is that all?' James would run screaming for the hills if I ever even hinted at 
something like that. He'd never look at me the same way again. I'm supposed to be a good woman. 
I'm not supposed to want that." 


"You're more like your sister than you're willing to admit. You've always been too worried with 
being whatever you're 'supposed' to be. Who gets to decide who you are? There's nothing wrong 
with it." 


"Have you done it? With a woman, I mean." 


"Yes." She's looking at him again, but this time Severus didn't see anger or judgment. He saw 
curiosity. He swallowed thickly. "Do you... do you want to try it?" 


She nodded slowly and Severus took her upstairs to the flat. 


It was a funny feeling. He's honestly worried he'll disappoint her. He hadn't felt that in a long time. 
But he wanted her to enjoy it, he didn't want her to regret doing it, and he especially didn't want her 
to regret doing it with him. 


She was very beautiful, she always has been. She was not ashamed to bare her breasts or her 
stomach or her thighs for him to look at. She was embarrassed by the strap-on attached to her hips 
though. She kept reaching down to touch it, to cover it with her palm, with a self-deprecating 
smile. "I look ridiculous," she said. 


Severus shook his head. "You look beautiful." 


"You don't look so bad yourself." Her eyes raked over his naked form, looking at him in a way he 
would have killed for back when they'd been in school. 


"Are you going to stand over there all day?" He asked and with a little laugh she climbed 
awkwardly on the bed to sit on her knees between his spread legs. "Are you sure you want to do 
this? We can stop any time." 


She shook her head violently, red hair swinging. Her pupils were blown wide. She looked as if she 
was vibrating in place. 


He had to ask it, even if it sent her running, like it had with her husband. "What about Potter?" 


"What about him?" She scowled angrily. "Do you want to talk about how he wanted to screw you 
in an alley? Or about how he let me think you were dead when he knew the truth? Or do you want 
to fuck?" 


Good ol' Lily. Spiteful as the day was long. 


He started to prepare himself for her and her gaze was rapturous as she stared at the way his long 
fingers disappeared into his body. "Can I do it? Will you let me?" She asked and at his nod she took 
over. Her fingers were smaller than his, but deft and clever and she followed directions so well. 

She scooted closer with each finger she added until she pressed up against him, as if she wanted to 
meld into his entire being. 


"Can I kiss you? Is that alright?" She asked. She always asked, and the answer was always yes. 


She covered his mouth, kissing him fiercely as she worked him open. He broke from him, 
whispered hoarsely, "You can- I'm ready—" 


She nodded and rubbed her hands down his thighs as she got into position. It was awkward, at first. 
Her angle was all wrong, and she was too hesitant, too fearful. He wrapped a leg around her waist, 
pushing her forward a little, encouraging her. She pressed in hard and Severus had to adjust his 
hips to make it easier for her. 


"Is it bad? Am I doing it wrong?" 


"No, you're doing well. Keep going." 


"I want you to enjoy it. I want to make you feel good." 
"You are. Move. Move." 


She pulled out, not very far, before pushing back in again. Severus rose to meet her and, somehow, 
they fell into a rhythm. She missed his prostate more often than she hit it, but she was careful with 
him, better than some of the men he had. He looked up at her, at her body covering his. She 
seemed to come to life, touching him everywhere, kissing him desperately. She pushed his thighs 
up to reach deeper into him, grinding her clit against the base of the dildo as she did. He felt her 
shudder, her thighs trembling beneath as she rode out her orgasm. But she didn't stop. She took 
only a few seconds to recover and she threw back her head and grinned wolfishly down at him and 
kept thrusting. 


He clutched at her shoulders, allowed himself the luxury of burying his face in her damp, red hair. 
She had a hand on his cock now; she seemed to realize that penetration wasn't enough to make him 
come, that her borrowed prick wasn't the great orgasm machine that some men deluded themselves 
into thinking (and women knew that best of all, didn't they?). She stroked him in time with her 
thrusts and soon he was coming undone in her hands. 


The embarrassment didn't come until later, as they were cleaning up. Severus had no idea what to 
say to his once-childhood-friend, his once-childhood-love. "That was..." Lily blushed. "Thank you 
for giving me that. It was amazing." She bit at her lips. "What does... what does this mean for us?" 


"I don't know. Do you want it to be... do you want to be just another client? You can think of it as 
a favor, or an apology—" 


"No," her voice was harsh. "I don't want your apologies. I don't want to taint what happened with 
you being sorry. No, wait, listen, that's not what I meant—" She said when she saw Severus's face 
shutter and turn away. "Sev, I thought you were dead. More than that, I thought you had been 
murdered. I mourned you, I had nightmares about you. For years! And then I find out you're alive, 
and then we have sex without so much as a 'Hi, how are you?’ I don't know where our relationship 
has landed, but I think it's well past the point of apologies. I don't want what we did to be just 
something you felt obligated to do because you feel bad about calling me a Mudblood." 


"Are we friends then?" 


Lily shrugged. "I have no idea. I don't know this Severus Snape. We're strangers, but... I'd like to 
get to know Severus again. I want to be friends again. Will— will you be going back to France?" 


"Yes, soon." 
"Can I write to you?" 


"T'd like that," Severus said, and then, because he never did learn when to shut up. "I don't want 
you to think I had sex with you as an apology. I wanted it. I wanted you, and I wanted you to enjoy 
it... I also wanted to piss off Potter." 


Lily snorted. "Oh, no, wait, here's the asshole I remember. You haven't changed at all." She looked 
at him. "I'm glad you didn't join up with You-Know-Who. Are you safe and happy where you're 
living now?" 


"I am. I've got an apartment in Paris." 


"Good. Go back to it. It's getting bad here. I don't want you getting caught up in it. I don't want to 
mourn your murder a second time." 


"I promise, I will go back in a few days. You'll write to me?" 


"T'll write to you." She pressed a kiss to his cheek and left. 


Together 


Violette would be so disappointed in him. She used to tell him, "You are not alorette! You don't 
have to stand on street corners or in doorways. You are a courtesan, so hold your head up high!" 
And now here he was, weaving through Diagon Alley's shops during the day, prowling the streets 
at night. It would soon all be worth it. That overdeveloped paranoia that the Marauders had 
instilled in him was screaming in the back of his brain. He was being watched. Black was 
following him. 


Severus dangled himself in front of the man's nose. Black had no self-control. He would swallow 
the bait, sooner rather than later. 


Violette's eight-room apartment was filled to bursting with beautiful, antique furniture, expensive 
art, and every luxury imaginable. She sat at her dining room table, listening to the clinking of china 
echo off the walls. Sometimes, a thought came to her, a funny observation or a bit of good gossip 
she had heard, and her immediate thought was, J can't wait to tell Severus! 


But then she remembered. He was in London. She grew angry with herself as she thought about 
how she was, happy and independent, no children (grown or otherwise) clinging to her skirts, tying 
her down. And then this Severus Snape had the nerve to bury himself so deep into her life that she 
now felt /onely without his skulking presence cluttering her home. He wasn't even good company! 
He was often sullen, sarcastic, and arrogant. 


He had a biting sense of humor, and he never let her get away with anything. He was intelligent, 
and he knew it, which made him insufferable at times. He looked out for her interests, made sure 
her finances were in order, brewed potions to ease her arthritis and other ailments that crept in on 
the wings of old age. He was vexing, but damn her if she hadn't grown fond of him. Loved him 
even, as if he really were her great-nephew or what have you instead of two people who happened 
to steal the same name that they had no legal right to. 


She was getting old (in truth, she had reached that golden status of "old" a good ten years ago). She 
wasn't going to live forever. Violette stood up from the table and went to her writing desk to draft a 
letter to her solicitor. She needed to change her will; something must be done with her money and 
all her beautiful things once she passed, and there was only one person she wanted to give it to. 


Call it sixth sense, call it intuition, but James knew something was wrong the moment he apparated 
home after spending an afternoon with his parents. Lily was sitting in the old wingback chair next 
to the fireplace. Just sitting. No book in hand, or letters to go over. She looked up when he stepped 
inside, her eyes darkly burning. 


"Lily," he greeted cautiously and plastered a smile on his face. "You alright?" 


"No. I'm not." Her voice was flat. Dead. She didn't beat around the bush, but came right out with it. 
"When were you going to tell me Sev was alive?" 


James froze on the spot. "I-" 


"Were you going to tell me soon? A week from now? A month? A year? After the war was won? 
Were you ever going to tell me, James Potter, or did you plan on letting me think he was dead for 
the rest of my life! ?" 


James snapped back. "Snape could have told you himself he was alive, but he didn't—" 


"IT didn't marry Sev, I married you!" She roared back. "There were plenty of reasons why he never 
contacted me, but you—! Why didn't you tell me!? Was it because of jealousy, that stupid rivalry, or 
was it because you wanted to fuck him?" 


"T never touched him—" 


Lily was on her feet, and she was so much shorter than him but she was in his face, green eyes dark 
and hateful. "I saw you with him, coming out of an alley." 


James quickly amended his earlier statement. "I never had sex with him." 


"No?" She quirked her eyebrow, almost like she was amused. Like she had already known. "That's 
a shame. Because I did." 


A hole blossomed inside James's chest. It felt like a stab wound, open and raw and bleeding. 


She stared up at him defiantly for a moment or two, and then brushed past him. "I'm going to stay 
with my parents. I can't be in this marriage. I can't stay with someone I don't trust." 


He tried to reach out to her, but she snatched her hand away like she had been burned. She walked 
out the door and left. Left him. 


Snape knew he was being followed. 


Sirius was struck with a strange sensation of déja vu as he trotted along in the shadows, his black 
coat blending into the darkness of a moonless night. It was as if he had been transported right back 
to Hogwarts, he and James stalking Snivellus beneath the invisibility cloak, Snape turning to look 
over his shoulder like the scared rabbit he was. 


Snape looked over his shoulder again, his black eyes searching. They weren't wide with fear, but 
crinkled with hidden laughter. He knew Sirius was following him even if he couldn't see him. He 
wanted Sirius to follow him. 


The rational part of his brain — however small and atrophied it may be — screamed trap, trap! But 
Sirius had never been capable of keeping control of his impulses. He drank too much, he fucked 
too much, he fought too much. Snivellus was a worm on a hook, and Sirius, even knowing the 
danger, was going to bite it. 


Snivellus leaned forward to whisper in a stranger's ear. A client. Snivellus was taunting him. The 
man followed Snape to the shop but before they could cross the threshold, Sirius shifted back into 
his human form and stepped out of the shadows. He grabbed Snape roughly by the elbow, the tip 
of his wand digging into the git's back, and he growled, "Piss off," at the stranger. The man held up 
his hands in surrender, not wanting a fight, and hurried away. 


"Are you going to kill me here in the street, Black, or would you rather do it inside?" Snape asked, 
his voice cool and oily. He shifted his head to look over his shoulder, his eyes shining with mirth. 


Sirius shoved him forward into the shop. "Shut your mouth, Snivellus." 


There was a bark of laughter as they entered the shop and Sirius felt the tingle of magic as he 
stepped inside. A ward. He cast a quick glance over his body, checking to make sure it hadn't done 
anything to him — no extra limbs or sudden evisceration — and could see nothing. A simple 


alarming ward? In case he broke in again? That seemed a little tame for Snape. Snivellus had never 
been one to shy away from brutality. He didn't believe in an eye for an eye. Snivellus would take 
the whole damn head. 


Snape took a single step forward so that Sirius's wand was no longer digging into his flesh. He 
turned around, robes swinging out behind him, to pin him with that dark gaze. "So, what's it to be, 
Black? Do you want to kill me? Or do you want to fuck me? You gave me mixed signals the last 
time you were here. Or do you want to do both? I prefer being fucked before dying. The thought of 
you sticking your cock into my corpse makes me want to vomit." 


The stream of vicious words that flowed from Snape's mouth battered against his skull. 


"Did you want to fuck ugly, greasy Snivellus when we were in school too? Did you pull on your 
prick to memories of Potter stripping me naked? Or do you just find violence arousing in general? 
How did it feel having your hands wrapped my neck, how did it feel to push me under the water? 
Did you like the way I squirmed underneath you, the fear in my eyes? Do you want to see me 
crying and bleeding on the end of your cock?" Those black eyes flickered down to the growing 
bulge that Sirius's tight Muggle jeans did little to hide. "I think you do." 


Sirius knew what Snivellus was doing. He was goading him. It had been one of his favorite tactics 
at Hogwarts. Make sure a teacher was close by and then whisper black poison until Sirius snapped 
and hexed him, ensuring he'd get in trouble. Sirius wasn't going to fall for it. Not this time. His 
wand hand has wavering, but he didn't let himself cast the curses that were burning on the tip of his 
tongue. "As a junior auror," he spoke slowly through clenched teeth. "I have the authority to take 
you in for questioning." 


"What for? Prostitution isn't a crime here." 
"Conspiracy with known Death Eaters is." 


Snape threw back his head and laughed. "I took their money and they fucked me. That's not 
conspiracy, that's a transaction, otherwise you'd have to arrest half the shopkeepers in Diagon 
Alley." Snape grinned viciously in the dark. "Did I ever tell you about the time I met your mother? 
I ran into her here in Diagon Alley with Regulus the summer before our fifth year. You are just 
like her." 


Sirius's wand clattered the floor and within seconds he had pushed Snape against the old, dust- 
covered shop counter. He had one hand over Snape's mouth and he was growling "Shut up! Shut 
up! Shut up!" while Snape laughed underneath him. His thighs fell open and Sirius could feel 
himself sink between them. He was acting for relief, his erection pressing into Snape's stomach. "I 
am nothing like her!" 


His mother was a violent, angry, and insane alcoholic and Sirius was nothing like her. And he was 


going to prove it. 


Hurry up, Reg, Severus thought as Black grabbed his wrists and shoved him against the counter. 
He'd told Reg about his brother breaking into the flat, and Regulus had set up the wards in case he 
tried again. "The minute they go off, I'll be there," he promised. 


Well, a minute had come and gone and Reg was nowhere to be seen. 


Severus yelped when Black pressed his lips against him. He could feel his tongue questing for 
entrance, but Severus kept his mouth screwed shut, refusing to let the man deepen the kiss. 


Kissing? The madman was trying to kiss him? 


Black seemed unperturbed by Severus's lack of response. He pulled back a little, so that he was no 
longer pressed bodily against him, and grinned wolfishly down at Severus. He barely had a 
moment to register what was happening when Black slid down onto his knees, grabbed the hem of 
his robes, and buried his head beneath it. He hadn't worn anything under his robes; Black was 
either going to try and kill him or rape him, and if it was rape Severus hadn't wanted anything to 
impede his destination. He wanted Regulus to come in at the height of Black's madness, to give 
Reg every reason to attack. Severus wanted the man dead at the hands of his own brother — the 
only Black son worth living. 


Black was supposed to be a violent, raving animal concerned with only his pleasure; he was not 
supposed to get on his knees and suck Severus off, and damn him if he didn't find the sight of 
Black prostrate before him deeply erotic. He couldn't help but feel himself harden as Black licked 
at the head of his cock. Well, that was what Severus got for trying to predict the actions of a crazy 
man. 


There was a commotion outside, loud angry voices echoed in the distance, and Severus heard the 
door to the shop open. He looked up to see Regulus standing there, wearing a hooded black robe, 
his wand clenched in his hand. His face was carefully blank as he stood there, watching the scene 
play out before him. This was not what Severus had wanted him to see. He wanted Black to act like 
the violent, unhinged animal that he was. He wanted to expose his degeneracy to the world. Instead 
Regulus saw his brother worshipping Severus's hard prick. 


"Wait—!" Severus called out but Regulus had already stepped back into the night, closing the door 
behind him, his face still that careful, empty mask. All that sweet, childish romanticism 
disappearing into dust. "Regulus! —Oh, Get off me, will you?" 


Severus grabbed Black's hair — he didn't even seem to notice the interruption, he was too intent on 
sucking Severus's brain out through his prick — and pulled him off with a slick, popping sound. 
Black looked way too smug for Severus's liking. He wanted to carve the man's eyes out. 


"What's the matter, Snivellus?" He asked, pleased to note Severus's angry, reddening face. "I can 
pay if you want, though, really, I think you should be paying me—" 


"You disgust me, Black, get off of me!" 
"Your prick says differently," he taunted and took him in hand again. 


The commotion outside was getting louder. What was going on out there? There was shouting and 
what sounded like dozens of footsteps running past the shop. "Let go, I- BLACK!" Severus ripped 
away from Black as something burst through the window. Colored streaks of light flew past his 
head as he threw himself to the ground, the counter he had been barricaded against just seconds 
before exploded in a rain of splinters. 


Black had already scrambled to pick up the wand he had dropped and was flinging curses into the 
night. Severus lifted his head to look out through the broken window and saw what had to be at 
least fifty people — all dressed in black, hooded robes and white masks — descend onto Diagon 
Alley. Before he could ask what was happening, Black grabbed him by the arm and hauled him to 
his feet. 


"Stick close to me!" He commanded and began to half-drag Severus out of the shop while he 
stumbled behind in shock and confusion. 


Severus saw one of the masked wizards pull a woman out of another building by her hair, point his 
wand at her, and with a flash of green light the woman crumpled to the ground, dead. 


"We can go this way, there's a—" Black was saying, and then Severus's vision filled with green 
again and the hand wrapped around his arm grew slack. Severus reached out, half-thinking Black 
had tripped, but the man fell from his hands like a ripe fruit, to lie rotting on the ground. Sirius 
Black's unblinking gray eyes stared up at Severus from where he had collapsed on the street, struck 
dead by the Killing Curse. 


Severus lifted his head and saw those same gray eyes behind a white mask. There was a wand 
pointed at his chest, and Severus knew he'd never be able to get to his own wand in time. He stood 
there, waiting to die, to feel the piercing strike of Regulus's revenge. 


Regulus, hesitated, his hand wavering. He lowered his arm just a fraction and Severus apparated. 
Or, at least, he tried to. The uneasy pull of tearing through space never came and he stared in horror 
at Regulus's masked face. Regulus lifted his hand again and this time Severus didn't wait, didn't 
even try apparition again. He took off, running full tilt toward the nearest portal to Muggle 

London. He counted the seconds, expecting each one to be his last, for the world to light up with 
green only to then darken around him. 


He slammed into the brick wall that would let him step out of this madhouse and into the Muggle 
World. He could still hear the screams behind him as the Death Eaters continued their rampage 
unabated. Severus ran his hands along the wall, his fingernails digging into the mortar. He couldn't 
get out. The portal was closed. He was trapped! 


"Easy now, Severus, you're alright." 


Severus whipped around at the sound of Lucius's calm, soothing tones. He stood before Severus in 
full Death Eater dress. "We've been placing wards down for weeks. You'll need a portkey to get 
out," he explained, with a little laugh. "What are you still doing here anyway? I thought Regulus 
had gone to collect you. It's not safe for half-bloods out tonight. Here, take this, it'll get you safely 
out." He reached into his robes with one gloved hand to pull out an ivory button. 


"Go on," he murmured, encouragingly. Severus reached out, eyes closed, and brushed it with the 
tips of his bare fingers. When he opened his eyes again he found himself standing in a field left 
fallow, far away from the bloodshed. 


Severus 


Chapter Notes 
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Severus wrenched his eyes open, his heart thundering inside his chest as he glanced all around the 
compartment. He could feel the train moving beneath him, and saw the reflection of the trees in the 
window. He pushed the phantom screams that had been plaguing his nightmares these past few 
days into the dark recesses of his brain. He wasn't going to think about it. That little civil war 
across the Channel had nothing to do with him. 


Lily's hastily written letter was still lying on his lap from when he had nodded off. He re-read the 
lines she had written before folding it back into his pocket. 


Sev, 


I was so worried when I heard about the attack on Diagon Alley. I'm glad you were able to get out 
in time. Forty-eight people were killed before the aurors were able to tear down the wards. One of 
them was Sirius Black. I know you probably don't care much, but it's hit James hard. 


I'm pretty much reviled among the Order members now. I'm the "cheating bitch," but nobody 
seems to care that James groped you in an alley. Doesn't that count as cheating? Maybe it's only 
cheating if you get naked. Whatever. It's honestly kind of liberating. I spent so many years waiting 
for the shoe to drop, waiting for them to realize I'm not who they think I am, and now that it's 
happened... I survived it. I've lost everything I thought was important and the world didn't end. 
Well, it might end, but not because of anything I did. 


James looks like a lost child. I feel bad for him, but there's nothing I can do for him now. Sirius's 
death really broke him, more than our divorce. He and Sirius used to be so reckless, and now it's 
like he's finally figured out that he's not immortal. That this war isn't a fairy tale story where the 
good guys always win. 


I'm scared about the future. Right now, it feels like we're fighting a losing battle. Thank you for the 
offer of housing me, but I think I'm going to stay here and fight for as long as I can. I know, I know, 
"stupid Gryffindor bravery" and all that. I'll keep you updated on the news here. Stay in France, 
okay? No matter what happens, don't come back until we win the war. Write me back to let me 
know you've made it home safely. 


Lily 


Severus reached into his bag and pulled put an anti-nausea potion, downing it as soon as he felt 
those first increasingly-familiar symptoms just as the train pulled into the station. He would have 


apparated home, but he had been strongly advised against it in his condition. 


He took a taxi and used a simple glamour to disguise his robes into something more Muggle-ish for 
the trip. As the taxi turned on his street, he could feel his muscles start to relax for the first time in 
days when he saw that beautiful tree-lined boulevard with its grand old mansions and marble 
facades. 


The concierge was there waiting to open the door for him, and Severus breathed a sigh of relief as 
he stepped inside. He finally felt safe. He rode the elevator to the sprawling, penthouse apartment 
and entered through the foyer into the parlor, only to find Violette lounging on a chaise lounge 
with a wet washcloth draped across her forehead and eyes. 


"What's the matter with you?" Severus demanded in lieu of a greeting, and leaned against the back 
of the chaise to stare down at her. 


In a feeble, wavering voice, Violette turned toward him and said, "... Severus? Is that you? I'm glad 
you finally made it home. I was afraid you wouldn't make it in time. I feel so weak. I am very 
gently expecting to die. You mustn't go away again. I need you here, to oversee my estate when I 
am... gone." She flopped her head back down, with all the grace and elegance of her opera days. 


Severus grinned down at her. "Is this your way of saying you missed me?" 


In a huff, Violette ripped the washcloth from her face and tossed it up at him. "Poo! Who would 
miss you? I'm a poor old lady, and all you ever do is mock me!" 


Severus cackled and Violette sat up to allow him a seat next to her. "How was your London 
vacation?" She sniffed. "Everything you thought it would be?" 


"It was full of the same dull, stupid people that I remember leaving behind. If I ever get it in my 
head to visit that cesspool again you have my permission to put me in a Full-Body Bind." 


"Gladly!" Violette said, more cheerful now that she was secure in her knowledge that Severus 
would remain exactly where he was. "Honestly, it's such a barbaric place. Have you heard the 
news? It's just terrible!" She shook her head. "Oh! And a package came last night for you, from that 
Lucius Malfoy of yours. It's a silk cloak. Very nice and expensive, but, well—" 


"Send it back," Severus stated. "And send him a letter expressing my regret but I won't be able to 
continue seeing him since I am needed in Paris to nurse my poor, elderly patroness Violette Prince 
back to health after a sudden illness." 


Violette laughed. "Very good. I'll see that it's done. Macquart still asks about you." 


"I'm sure I can find the time to see him, but you know we really should start thinking about 
diversifying." 


"What do you mean?" 


Severus waved his hands. "We can't always rely on clients. We should take a little of the money 
we've earned and invest it. I-" he looked away. "I'm going to be out of commission for a little 
while. A year, at least." 


"Oh?" 


"I know you're not fond of children, but, well—" 


"Oh!" Violette clapped her hands together as realization dawned. "Oh! I'll be... a great-great aunt?" 
Severus gave her a small smile. "Something like that. Another fake Prince for our fake family." 


"Oh, hush, we're only as fake as any other family, and we get along better than half the great 
families here. Do you know who the father is?" 


Severus lifted his chin. His child would have nothing to do with either the Blacks or the Malfoys. 
She was Severus's alone. "She doesn't have a father. She'll spring my forehead, fully-formed, 
wearing armor and wielding a spear." 


Severus sat beside Violette, amid the accumulated riches of her apartment, while a host of men lay 
stricken across the Channel. Like those monsters of ancient times whose fearful domains were 
covered with skeletons, he rested his feet on human skulls and was surrounded by catastrophes. It 
was fitting and just, he told himself. He had avenged the beggars and outcasts of his world. 
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